Kitty made time 
with the boss 
behind his wife's 
back — and with 
everybody else 
behind the boss's 
back! 
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He grunted. 'Tm speaking about you and my 
father/' he said. "Don't you think I know about 

itr 

She blinked her lashes. "I don't know what 
you mean/' she lied evenly. 

A croaking laugh of derision escaped his lips. 
"You're cheap, Kitty/' he growled. There was 
lashing contempt in his voice. "You're cheap as 
dirt." 

Her hand swept out in an arc of sudden anger, 
and she slapped his face. He reached for her, 
pinning her arms. "Let me got" But he held on 
to her. 

She allowed herself to sway toward him, wait¬ 
ing almost eagerly for the softness of her warm 
body to set him ablaze. Deliberately she thrust 
her firm bosom against his chest, shamelessly 
pressed her hips against his. She tilted her head 
toward his face. 

He moaned and attacked her open mouth with 
insane thirst. She found herself caught in the mad 
whirlpool of his frenzied passion. 

"Kitty, for God's sake!" 

Her breasts heaved slowly with the awful vio¬ 
lence of her emotion. 

"Tell me, Reggie," she taunted, "who's cheap 
as dirt now—?" 
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CHAPTER ONE 


What’U You Have? 


K itty SANDERS leaned back in her swivel chair 
and surveyed the slightly built young man sitting 
across from her desk. Kitty’s soft, red mouth was smiling 
and cordial but her violet eyes were cool. 

Kitty’s pretty secretary had stuck her black bangs 
around the office door and hissed, “Some young twirp 
named Willard wants to see you about a job writing copy. 
Reggie’s office phoned down. The kid must know some¬ 
one who knows someone!” 

Kitty couldn’t help being annoyed. The young man 
sitting opposite her was just another reminder that Reggie 
Hardweil made a practice of using the various departments 
at the Hardweil & Sawyer Advertising Agency as dumping 
grounds. 

Dick Willard was young and pink-cheeked. His close- 
cropped hair and careless clothes marked him almost 
unmistakably, “recent college grad.” Kitty had guessed 
Yale, but now he was telling her that he’d taken advertis¬ 
ing at Dartmouth. God, how many of these young jerks 
had she dated when she was going to nearby Smith! She 
blinked at his boyish face. Six years had knocked hell out 
of her perspective. Why, she distinctly recalled that six 
years ago they had been men! 

Damn this pink-faced kid. He was making her remember 
all over again—all the way back to Professor Taggert, who 
had told her bluntly in her freshman year that she was a 
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lousy student, that she would never make it without private 
coaching. 

At first she had been shocked by the professor’s bleak 
analysis of her abilities. Nobody had ever before held up 
such a mirror. Her own glass had always reflected only a 
svelte, desirable young body and a lovely face. 

After the surprise had worn off, Kitty had turned her 
warm violet eyes upon Professor Taggcrt. He had dark, 
wavy hair, sprinkled generously with gray. His mouth 
was soft and his voice gentle. When his sensuous lips had 
smiled upon her and he had indicated that perhaps he 
might be persuaded to help her, Kitty had promptly come 
to a decision. 

Right then and there Kitty had coolly decided that she 
could hardly afford the luxury of being both a lousy stu¬ 
dent and a virgin . . . 

Abruptly she broke off her thoughts about Professor 
Taggert and spoke to the young hopeful. “This is one 
helluva jungle for a man to start in,” she snapped. She 
sounded almost angry. She’d nearly said “kid” and had 
stopped herself just in time. 

He laughed. “Everything’s a jungle, Miss Sanders, isn’t 
h?” His confident manner clearly indicated that at twenty 
even a job could be fun. 

Kitty watched him while she told about the difficulties 
of the agency field, and that made only the second time 
she had really looked at him. The first was when he had 
sat down and tc^d her his name. She had the feeling then 
that there was something she ought to remember about the 
name, but she drew a blank. The vague irritation it oc¬ 
casioned was lost in the far more disturbing observation 
that Dick Willard, only a few years younger than herself, 
seemed such a damned baby for twenty. 

At his age she’d come right out of college and had gone 
to work for A1 Hartley, a time salesman at United Broad¬ 
casting. A1 was her first boss in Ad Alley and the first of 
the many male markers dotting the trail she had so swiftly 
traversed in a few short years. 
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Now she was head of the Copy Department for Hard- 
well & Sawyer. The job was hers as long as old man Hard- 
well, Reggie’s father, was still prexy of the ad agency. 

But in spite of her complacency about the safety of her 
position, lOtty wasn’t satisfied. Gradually she had begun 
to understand that perhaps she never would be. Satisfied, 
that is. 

She wasn’t a girl for the status quo; she always had to 
be on the move. Why she couldn’t experience the calm of 
satisfaction with her attainments was beyond her. She knew 
only that something inside her nagged at her, goaded her 
into driving forward inexorably from one thing to another, 
always seeking more and more in the business world. 

What was it she’d called it? A jungle, a creeping, hungry, 
insatiable man’s jungle of brutality and oblivion. Women 
couldn’t live in that jungle if they weren’t smart. And Kitty 
had learned, that first sordid night in the arms of Professor 
Taggert, that she had something that men in the jungle 
wanted. From then on she never gave them a chance to 
forget it. A ^1 could go far in a man’s world if she re¬ 
membered her lessons, and Kitty remembered! 

She leaned back in her leather chair, her coral-tipped 
fingers fussing with the tight cap of her sleek blonde hair. 
The movement thrust her bosom forward against the soft 
resilient wall of her white angora sweater. She was aware 
that Dick Willard noticed it; males always did. 

She stood up. She’d been nice to him; now it was brush¬ 
ed time. 

He got up slowly, loath to tear his gaze away from the 
subtle movement beneath the white wool, and Kitty was 
suddenly angry. The fresh kid. 

She wanted to tell him outright to get the hell out, but 
instead she found herself deliberately shifting her position 
so that the firm globes of her breasts were even more clearly 
outlined for him to see. She felt a warm wave of gratifica¬ 
tion roll over her as she observed the mounting flush 
suffusing his cheeks. Then abruptly she was tired of the 
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game. She was about to give the boy the bounce when her 
secretary swept through the doorway. 

The secretary had a piece of paper in her hand which 
she shoved into Kitty’s palm. “A message you’ll want to 
read right away,” she said pointedly, her eyes studying 
Dick Willard. She shrugged half-apologetically at her boss 
and murmured, “I only just found out.” Then she turned 
and left the room. 

Kitty’s narrowed eyes glanced at the hastily scribbled 
note and quickly shifted to the young man. No wonder his 
name had sounded familiar; Moose Willard’s kid. Why in 
hell hadn't somebody told her before! Damn that stupid 
secretary of Reggie’s. 

Moose Willard! His kid could be the road to the big 
time, the major leagues, if a girl played her cards right. She 
hesitated only briefly as her mind took a quick refresher 
course on Moose Willard. All-American fullback, Minn¬ 
esota, 1920, now the head of the multi-million dollar 
Green Top Ale Corporation. 

Kitty smiled serenely and walked slowly across the rose 
taupe carpet. Almost instinctively, she made her hips slink 
just a little more than usual. Her white hand reached out 
and touched young Willard’s shoulder. She said softly, ‘T 
just thought of something.” 

He started, frankly puzzled at the warm tone of her 
voice. Kitty had thought of something all right. 

Every huckster on Madison Avenue was pitching for the 
Green Top Ale account, worth a sweet five million in an¬ 
nual billings. Reggie Hardwell had tried only recently and 
flubbed; they all had. 

So far nobody had been able to switch Moose away 
from the old-line Philly outfit that had been handling the 
account since he had taken over five years ago. 

Kitty had thought she’d come a long way to head up the 
copy for a top agency at the age of twenty-six. But it all 
looked like pretty small potatoes after her quick flashback 
to Moose Willard. 

She was still smiling with the pleasure of her thoughts 
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when she said, “Fve given an occasional, rather half-baked 
thought to the idea of an apprentice in copywriting, but 
somehow it never crystallized until now.^ She let herself 
twinkle a bit at him. “Perhaps the right person hadn’t 
come along. You might—do you think that you could—?” 
She held up her hand in a pretty gesture of forestalling the 
eager response that rushed to his eyes and lips, and went 
on, “You know, writing copy for us isn’t like doing it 
for a prof at school.” 

Dick grinned. He found himself really liking her when 
she smiled; it made him lose sight of the hard lines that 
sometimes showed in her lovely face. 

She sat down, leaning back in her chair, conscious of his 
gaze upon her. “Would you like to work with me?” she 
asked quietly. 

“You bet!” His enthusiasm was boyish. 

“There’s a lot to learn.” 

“What comes first?” 

“First, you’ll have to unlearn what they taught you in 
school,” she said gratingly. Now she was Miss Sanders, 
smart career woman, talking. She ignored his shocked face. 
“In other words, you start learning from now.” 

“I don’t get it. Miss Sanders.” 

She nodded her head, her full lower lip thrust forward 
expressively. “You will.” 

Her finger reached out and flicked a key on the inter¬ 
com. “Send in George Mueller, Jean,” she said crisply into 
the small box. She turned to young Willard. “Lesson num¬ 
ber one!” 

Mueller was a tall, thin man with an excessively sad 
face. The gaunt dogs of worry had too long gnawed their 
way across his sallow features; all that was left to be seen 
was fear. Fear for his job, his wife, his kids. 

He hugged a manila folder possessively against his 
chest, his long, white fingers fidgeting nervously against the 
edge. He surrendered it to Kitty when she asked for it. 

She didn’t bother to introduce him to Dick but let him 
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stand in front of her desk while she read the paper he’d 
prepared for the La Exotique account. 

For a minute or two she didn’t speak, then deliberately 
she closed the folder and, leaning forward, fixed her violet 
eyes upon the copywriter in front of her. 

“You’re married, aren’t you, George?” she smiled dis¬ 
armingly. 

George Mueller started to smile, then seeing the ice-cold 
stare that Kitty focussed upon him he changed his mind. 
Something was wrong, he could tell it now by the way she 
looked. The terror that was in him came rushing to the 
surface. He had wanted to discuss his copy with her, the 
blurbs he’d slaved over, but now he could only answer 
meekly, “Yes, Miss Sanders, I’m married.” 

“Well! Does your wife wear a bra or does she go around 
slopping all over the place?” 

Dick Willard shifted uneasily in his chair and Mueller’s 
face went white. “Miss Sanders!” he protested. 

“Damn it, George! What do you think La Exotique 
Bras are for?” She flipped open his folder and read from 
it, her voice coldly derisive of what he had written there. 
“Lfl Exotique Bra, the Beauty Bra that gives gentle sup¬ 
port/* She slammed her hand down on the folder. “For 
God’s sake, George, what kind of junk is that?” 

“But, Miss Sanders . . .” 

“Listen here, George, you know very well that La Ex¬ 
otique has a quarter of a million budget earmarked for 
this new bra if it goes. We’re starting with thirty thousand 
dollars. If the initial campaign indicates it, they’ll allot the 
whole quarter of a million.” 

He bobbed his head at her. “I know that. Miss Sanders.” 

Her lips were a hard, straight line through which the 
words came with a hissing sound. “Your copy doesn’t 
sound like it. The whole idea of Exotique is to promise 
women what they haven’t got. Dream breasts'', George, 
dream breasts! That’s the whole idea of the sales pitch.” 

“But . . .” 

She ignored him completely and went on, ‘Today, a 
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woman wants a man to look. She wants him to look and 
keep looking. Exotique is the answer, the only answer, 
understand? The copy has got to tell them that.” 

She stood up, a deliberate look on her face. Her small 
hands smoothed at her lean hips and she straightened her 
shoulders stiffly so that every lovely rounded curve of her 
body showed to fullest advantage. “1 wear La Exotique, 
George,” she said quietly. In the sudden silence her voice 
went on evenly. “The boys look at me, George . . . you're 
looking.” 

She grinned at him but somehow it was without warmth. 
“George, that’s the kind of copy I want.” 

“Well, er. I’ll try to write it so that . . .” 

She was shaking her head at him. “I don’t know, 
George. Maybe you’re not the type. Maybe you’d better 
get yourself a job selling men’s shoes in a department 
store.” 

“You don’t mean that. Miss Sanders.” He sounded 
scared. 

Kitty was overwhelmed with a savage urge to tell him 
right out that he was strictly a no-talent character, that she 
had no further use for him. But she could feel young Dick 
Willard’s eyes upon her, and right now she could well 
afford to appear charitable. She picked up the folder from 
her desk and held it out. “Here, George.” She smiled 
grimly. “Try it again.” 

Young Willard thought that she was being wonderfully 
generous and completely feminine but Kitty was aware 
only that she had violated a strict code of her own for liv¬ 
ing in the jungle that was Ad Alley. 

After Mueller was gone, Kitty said, “I could use a 
drink.” 

She took two small glasses out of a lower drawer, to¬ 
gether with a bottle of Scotch. “Here,” she said, pouring 
it, “this will take the nausea away.” For a moment she 
looked concerned over what happened with George Muel¬ 
ler, but it soon vanished. “After a while, it all gets to be 
just a part of the pattern for living—^in Ad Alley, that is. 
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And just for the record, mister,” she smiled appealingly, 
her hand lightly touching the bulge of her breasts, “1 don’t 
really have to wear La Exotique.” 

She observed the dark flush at the base of his neck and 
she knew that it had nothing to do with the whiskey. Con¬ 
gratulate yourself, Kitty, my girl, You*ve just taken an¬ 
other step along the road. You may not know just where 
you're going, but it isn't backward! 




W: 
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CHAPTER TWO 


Cheaper by the Dozen 


K itty dismissed Dick, sending him out to the 
copywriting pen to get acquainted. Then she went 
upstairs to see Lionel Hardwell. 

She had quickly recognized that Dick was the key to 
Moose Willard and, while she wasn’t quite sure what it 
was she wanted from the boss of Green Top Ale, she knew 
she had to start reaching. 

Right now she was determined to forestall any move that 
Reggie Hardwell might make to remove Dick from her 
department. She was sure he would try it when he found 
out. 

She got out of the elevator at the twentieth floor, smil¬ 
ing back at the thin, gray-haired receptionist sitting alone 
at her small desk in the middle of the foyer. 

The woman said. ‘*He just buzzed out. Miss Sanders. 
You’re to wait in the board room.” 

“Thanks.” 

Kitty saw the glance of open admiration the receptionist 
flashed at her trim figure, which reminded her to smooth 
out the wrinkles in her sweater. 

The big board room, with its gray drapes, green carpet¬ 
ing and long, chair-lined mahogany table, was quite empty. 
She sat down in a leather chair and waited. 

Lionel Hardwell came into the room through another 
entrance, pausing long enough to say in a loud, formal 
voice, “Ah, Miss Sanders.” His sagging jewels wagged as 
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he closed the door and walked rapidly forward to greet 
her. His silver hair seemed to give his rather reddish face 
an almost crimson cast. His hand reached out to touch 
her firm arm and stayed there. “Kitty, my dear,” he mur¬ 
mured. His voice was soft and intimate now. “I’ve called 
you at the apartment several times.” 

Her pout was quite effective. “It’s the Exotique account, 
Lionel.” She rolled her eyes at him. “I’ve been so busy!” 

She saw impatience tug at his wide mouth. There was a 
hungry look in his eyes as he allowed his gaze the luxury 
of exploring the lush fullness of her figure. “Kitty, my 
dear,” he whispered, “you’re so lovely.” 

She smiled wistfully for his benefit but she was bored. 
The old fool sounded almost as if he were discovering her 
charms for the first time. “I’ve hired a new man, Lionel,” 
she said crisply. 

The completely businesslike tone of her voice grated 
against him and he snapped, “Who cares?” Then he reached 
for her, whispering, “My dear. I’m not interested in men.” 
He took her in his arms, pulling her young body tight 
against his. “It’s you, Kitty, you know that. When am I 
going to see you again?” 

She pulled away from him, “Not here, Lionel.” 

Reluctantly he let go of her soft body. But he held on 
to her warm hand, his thumb caressing the smoothness of 
her skin. “Tonight?” 

“I’ll be working so late, Lionel.” 

His fingers closed tightly over hers. He was hurt and 
angry. “I won’t be put off, Kitty, do you hear me?” 

She tried to pull away. “Lionel, you’re hurting me!” 

He let go suddenly. “Darling, I didn’t mean to. It’s just 
that...” 

She recognized the strength of her position. She could 
easily spare a bow in his direction. She went to him and 
kissed him, her lips touching his lightly. Then she moved 
away from him before his arms could close around her. 
“It’s only that I’ll be getting home so late, Lionel. ..” 

He laughed with painful relief. What was time to him ? 
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He told her, “I’ll be waiting, Kitty.” She saw the fire she 
had stoked in his hungry eyes and she shrugged in resigna¬ 
tion. 

Men were such damned fools. Dangle the bait properly 
and they were hooked, willingly, eagerly, stupidly hooked. 

When he heard the knock on the door and his middle- 
aged secretary came into the room, Lionel Hardwell was 
speaking with stiff formality to the head of his copy de¬ 
partment. “Now, about this new man you’ve hired. Miss 
Sanders . . 

The secretary interrupted him politely. “I beg your 
pardon, Mr. Hardwell, “Your son is here . . 

Reggie broke into her trickle of words as he came into 
the board room. “Thank you, Miss Kenyon,” he muttered. 
Reggie Hardwell was in his early forties. He was tall and 
thin, with stooped shoulders, and had watery, gray eyes 
that peered near-sightedly through thick hom-rimmed 
glasses. Only the expensive clothes he wore dissipated the 
impression of a harried bookkeeper. He tu^ed nervously 
at his ultra-conservative tie, and if he felt surprise at see¬ 
ing Kitty there with his father he succeeded admirably in 
keeping it from showing. 

“Good morning. Father,” he said. He nodded cooUy at 
Kitty, . . Miss Sanders.” 

“Hello, Reggie.” Lionel Hardwell grinned at his son. 

He was well aware of the antagonism that existed bet¬ 
ween Reggie and Kitty. He attributed it to the fact that 
Reggie had never gotten over his resentment at his father’s 
insistence that Kitty be given the job as head of copy in 
preference to a man of Reggie’s own choice. 

It was a source of never-ending irritation to Lionel 
Hardwell that these two were constantly feuding. Right 
now, however, he didn’t care. He was so wonderfully 
happy that he wanted to grin at everybody. He rubbed 
his hands together gleefully. He hato’t felt well that 
morning but suddenly he was himself once again. In an¬ 
ticipation of the evening, he thought that perhaps a little 
later on in the afternoon he’d have a few drinks, in spite 
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of doctor’s orders. Maybe then he’d go over to the club 
and get a nice relaxing massage. 

With typical bluntness, Reggie came to the point. “My 
girl was very stupid, Miss Sanders. She didn’t tell me about 
sending Dick Willard down to you. She hadn’t realized he 
was Moose Willard’s son.” 

“What’s that? What’s that?” Lionel Hardwell showed 
startled interest in the name his son had just mentioned. 

“That’s the new man I was telling you I’ve hired for my 
department, Mr. Hardwell,” Kitty said evenly. “Moose 
Willard’s son.” 

“Willard’s kid, eh?” 

Reggie’s brittle voice broke in, speaking directly to his 
father. “I don’t know why he picked us out to give him a 
job, but as long as he did,” he waved his hands in the air, 
“I can use him up here with me.” 

Kitty’s eyes glinted. “But I’ve already hired him,” she 
said throu^ her teeth. Her tone rang flat and cold. “I 
might add,” she murmured, “the kid is thrilled about the 
job.” 

Reggie’s gaze rolled over her body. “Naturally,” he 
hissed with polite venom. 

She chose to pretend that she didn’t understand his 
meaning. “Dick came to us,” Kitty went on, “because he 
didn’t want any special favors.” 

“Really?” Reggie grunted sarcastically. 

“He felt pretty strongly about it After all, any outfit 
would gladly give him a junior executive’s job.” 

“I will,” Reggie snapped. 

“That’s just it,” she told him evenly. “He doesn’t want 
it that way. He’s a pretty stiff-backed kid. He figured we 
wouldn’t feel obligated to cater to him because we never 
had a dollar’s worth of business from his old man’s com¬ 
pany.” 

She saw Reggie wince at her thrust about his recent 
failure to land any part of the choice account, and she 
had an acute sense of enjoyment at the embarrassment that 
showed oa his face. 
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“Goddamn!” Lionel’s voice roared at his son. “I’d give 
my right eye to get some of that business.” 

Now Kitty, now! Strike now! This is the time to assure 
the free hand you want with young Dick Willard, 

She smiled prettily and her slender hands primped del¬ 
icately at her hair. “That’s the way I figured it, Mr. Hard- 
well.” 

“Kit . . . Miss Sanders,” the elder Hardwell rasped with 
sudden amused suspicion, “just what is it that’s going on 
inside that lovely little head of yours?” He chuckled aloud 
at her. 

“Why, Mr. Hardwell!” She grinned openly now. “Dick 
Willard is a nice young fellow who wanted a job writing 
copy, so I gave him one in my department.” She cocked 
her head partly to one side. “Under my direction, of 
course,” she added pointedly. 

Lionel Hardwell said that under the circumstances it 
might be advisable for the situation to stay as it was. Dick 
Willard was to remain with Kitty in copywriting for the 
time being. 

Kitty went out into the corridor smothering a smile of 
triumph. 

Reggie followed her into the hall and took her by 
the arm. “Miss Sanders,” he said stiffly, “Fd like to see 
you in my office for a moment.” 

His fingers were warm and hard against her flesh. “If 
you wish,” she replied quietly. 

She followed him through the open door of his office 
and waited while he went around the comer of his desk. 
He smiled at her stiffly. “You’re a smart girl. Miss Sanders.” 

“Thanks,” she replied without enthusiasm. She knew 
that it hadn’t been meant as a compliment. 

She sat on the edge of his desk, one shapely limb dan¬ 
gling over the edge because she knew that it annoyed him. 

Reggie Hardwell was a stuffy type, but in spite of her 
dislike of him, Kitty had a very healthy respect for his in¬ 
corruptibility. He was the only man she had ever known 
who had never shown the slightest interest in the lush 
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curves of her body. Once or twice she fancied she had 
seen just the vaguest hint of desire flicker in his eyes, but 
nothing more. 

He stood there looking at her, the tip of his tongue 
wiping the dryness away from his lips. “Why don’t you 
leave him alone?” he blurted out in a tight voice. 

She glanced at him. She didn’t think he knew—she had 
been so careful. His mouth was set in a hard line but there 
was something deep in his eyes that she’d never seen be¬ 
fore. “I beg your pardon?” she replied stiffly. 

He grunted, “I’m speaking about you and my father,” 
be said, “Don’t you think I know about it?” 

She glared furiously at him. Damn him! She blinked her 
lashes. “I don’t know what you mean,” she lied evenly. 

He threw his hands up, a croaking laugh of derision 
escaped his lips. “You’re cheap, Kitty,” he growled. There 
was lashing contempt in his voice. “You’re cheap as dirt.” 

Her hand swept out in an arc of sudden anger, and she 
slapped his face. It wasn’t until after she’d hit him that 
she realized he had called her Kitty. 

She raised her hand again and be reached for her, pin¬ 
ning her arms against her sides. He held her so tightly 
that she couldn’t strike him again and she was surprised at 
his strength. She tried to get away from him. “Let me go,” 
she said angrily. 

But he held on to her, his strong fingers hurting the 
flesh where he gripped her soft arms. His eyes seemed to 
catch fire at her closeness, his breathing was slow and 
labored and, suddenly, Kitty realized that Reggie Hard- 
well was no different from the rest. He, too, was being 
eaten up by the same hunger that gnawed at the others. 

She was furious at him and at herself for her mistaken 
appraisal of him. She stopped fighting him then, seized 
with a trembling anxiety to flaunt herself at him, to make 
him reveal openly to her what she felt was tearing at his 
guts. When he did, she would take brutal delight in laugh¬ 
ing at him, and then she would walk away, leaving him 
aching for something she would never give him. 
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She allowed herself to sway toward him, waiting almost 
eagerly for the softness of her warm body to set him ablaze 
as she knew it would. He stood there holding her, every¬ 
thing within him fighting for the control that years of his 
stuffed-shirt existence had taught him was the best way to 
keep out of trouble. 

A tremor rushed through him, shaking his entire body, 
and with a deep sigh he gave up the ghost. Hungrily he 
pulled her to him, breathing hoarsely, “Kitty, Kitty! God, 
how I’ve fought against it. You don’t know how I’ve 
struggled to keep my hands off you, and now . . .’’ He 
seemed content for the moment merely to let his yearning 
body hug every curve of hers to him. 

Deliberately then she thrust her firm bosom against his 
chest, shamelessly pressing her hips against his. She tilted 
her head toward his face, her moist, red lips close to his. 

He moaned and attacked her open mouth with the 
alm ost insane thirst of a man too long wandering in a 
waterless desert. Inexplicably, in spite of herself, she found 
herself caught in the mad whirlpool of his frenzied passion 
and her mouth burned with the wonderful fire his lips 
lighted there. Her entire being was bathed in an unbeliev¬ 
able, magnificent ecstasy that made her forget everything 
but her body and his. She locked her hands behind his 
neck and pulled him to her. She could feel the lumbering, 
yet swiftly moving progress of the answering passion deep 
within her own loins and she trembled with the sheer joy 
of it. 

She felt his hand slip beneath her sweater while he kissed 
her and her whole body quivered expectantly under his 
eager caress. But sudden memory of her anger at him 
rushed to the surface and won out over the heat of her 
rising desire. 

Furious at herself for pving way, she shoved him from 
her. 

“Kitty,” he whispered pleadingly. 

She was cold as ice now. He had proved himself like the 
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others. He wanted her flesh, too, and she hated his guts 
without completely understanding why. 

“I wonder,” she hissed venomously, “what your wife 
would say about you now?” 

“Kitty, for God’s sake!” 

She’d hurt him and it brought quick, sharp pleasure to 
her that was almost like a pain. She wasn’t satisfied. She 
slapped him for the second time, hard across his face, her 
fingers stinging with the fury of the blow. “Who’s cheap 
now, Reggie?” she taunted. Her breasts heaved slowly with 
the awful violence of her emotion. ‘Tell me, Reggie,” she 
hissed again, “who’s cheap as dirt now—^you or me?” 

As she turned and left him she wondered again why 
her hatred for him was so intense. It didn’t occur to 
her that perhaps in her mad race through a man’s jungle 
she had been searching, without realizing it, for the one 
man who would want her for something more than the 
sating of passion. Deep inside her was a racking hunger for 
the man she might never find. The strange mixture of sat¬ 
isfaction and disgust which she felt at Reggie Hardwell’s 
revelation of himself yielded suddenly to the horrible con¬ 
viction that perhaps for her it would always be like this. 
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CHAPTER THREE 


Death of a Salesman 


HE EARLY days of summer settled over New York 



like a soggy blanket, heavy with sticky promise of 


the hot, humid July to come. 

After the furious scene in his ofSce, Reggie had stuck 
close to the twentieth floor. He had seemed to have lost 
all incentive to interfere any further with Kitty’s depart¬ 
ment and, on the rare occasions he saw her, he acted as 
though he actually preferred it that way now. 

Kitty had her free hand with Dick Willard. She felt her 
way along carefully, an eventual meeting with Moose Wil¬ 
lard always the goal of her long-range planning. 

But what happens after that Kitty, my girl? Where do 
you go from there? 

She was thinking pleasurably of it now, as she stepped 
out of the shower, toweling dry her firm body. She caught 
a glimpse of her reflection in the. wall mirror, the high 
breasts, the flat stomach and long, white legs. She glowed 
with pride at the beauty of her possessions. No wonder, 
she thought, they all want you, Kitty. 

She finished drying and wrapped a luxurious Chinese 
silk robe around her tired body. The cool touch of it 
against her skin was like a soft caress that soothed her. 
Kitty had had a long tough day at the office, winding up 
with a particularly hectic four-hour meeting with the sales 
promotion boys on the Rima Vitamin account. They’d 
gone around and around, always managing to put thumbs 
down on everything she had suggested for the new cam- 
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paign, and she knew that in the morning she’d have to start 
all over again from scratch. She was so beat that she was 
content merely to flop down into the big lipstick-red chair 
and just sit. 

She might have fallen asleep if the downstairs buzzer 
hadn’t squawked unexpectedly. “Who’s that?” she mut¬ 
tered irritably. 

Angrily, she yanked the wide red sash around her waist 
and jabbed an annoyed finger at the button on the cream- 
colored wall. When she heard the elevator stop on her 
floor, she opened the door and looked into the hall. 

Lionel Hardwell was walking slowly toward her apart¬ 
ment. “Kitty,” he mumbled when he saw her. 

She bristled. Hadn’t he learned after all this time that 
she still insisted that even he must phone her first? But 
when she noticed the unhealthy color of his cheeks the hot 
anger died a-bubbling in her throat. 

There was a scared, stricken look on his face. Gone 
were his sure, brisk steps; now he walked with a peculiar, 
halting motion, dragging one leg slightly behind him as he 
moved. “Kitty?” he whispered. He put out a tremblin g 
hand and, finding the door, leaned heavily against it. 

Lionel Hardwell looked a very sick man and although 
Kitty’s first reaction was one of petty annoyance, she was 
seized with a sudden rush of pity for him. 

Her strong, young hands reached out and guiding him, 
she gently helped him into her apartment. His grateful 
eyes thanked her, then he folded down into the big, blue 
couch, slumping weakly as though he had lost the use of 
his legs. 

She sat next to him, rubbing his ice-cold hand. “What 
is it, Lionel?” she asked nervously, “What’s the matter 
with you?” 

He looked at her without answering, his right hand 
clutching at his chest as if by that simple gesture he could 
stop the cruel pain that was knifing him. His mouth was 
half open, his breath wheezing through his lips with a 
fearful shallow sound. Kitty jumped up, realizing that she’d 
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better get a doctor right away—but afraid to have Lionel 
found in her place. 

While she was in the bathroom looking for the smelling 
salts, she heard the noise he made when he fell off the 
couch. She rushed back, stifling the hoarse scream that was 
tearing at her tense throat. He was lying on his face with¬ 
out moving. 

She stood there, her clasped hands clutching at her 
breast as she fought desperately to control the tidal wave 
of hysteria rising within her. 

How could he do this to her? Why did he have to come 
to her place to have a heart attack? Why? 

Lionel moaned weakly and Kitty’s heart throbbed with 
exhilarating relief that he was stiU alive. She must get him 
out of her apartment. 

She stooped and tugged at him. “Get up Lionel, get up.’’ 

With her help he rolled over and turned his head, look¬ 
ing at her. His eyes were glazed by the fearful stricture 
that was inside of him. “Get a doctor,” he whispered 
hoarsely. 

Instinctively she started to obey and then she stopped. 
No, she couldn’t let him be found in her apartment. She 
kneeled down next to him knowing only that he mustn’t 
die there. She thought of the newspapers and she bit her 
lips with cold anger. God! What the tabloids would do to 
her if Lionel died here. This was what they lived on— 
white-haired executive and his . .. 

It would be a Roman holiday, and Kitty Sanders, the 
sacrificial lamb, would be callously thrown to the ravenous 
lions of circulation. She shivered at the thought. All the 
ugly headlines were as clear to her as Lionel Hardwell’s 
limp form lying on her living room floor. 

Panicked, she started tugging desperately at him. “Get 
up, Lionel, get up!” 

He looked at her hard, determined face bending over 
him. “I can’t, Kitty,” he moaned. 

He must, he must! She tried to throttle the paralyzing 
fear that was rushing over her, deadening her cold reason- 
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ing powers. She went into the kitchen and got a bottle of 
Scotch. Then without bothering with a glass, she went 
back and kneeled down next to him again. She put her 
hand under his head, raising it up to meet the bottle she 
held to his lips. She spilled it, dribbling it down over his 
chin, but she got him to swallow enough of it to make him 
cough and shake his head from side to side. 

She put the cork back in and, getting behind him, she 
pushed him forward with her two hands propped against 
his back. 

At first he didn’t give her much help, but as she in¬ 
sisted, fighting with him, driving him forward, some of 
Kitty’s own strength and furious determination seemed to 
flow into his body. It was as though she were willing the 
strength into his limbs, and at last she got him to sit up on 
the couch. 

She sat down next to him, panting with the exertion. 
She rested only a moment, then she picked up the Scotch 
and made him drink it again. He barely touched it to his 
dry lips and she wasn’t satisfied. “Go on, Lionel, take it,” 
she coaxed, “it’ll give you strength.” 

“Let me rest, Kitty, please let me rest.” He leaned his 
head back against the wall. His eyes were closed, his 
breath escaping through his white lips with a sibilant sound 
of warning. 

To Kitty it meant only one thin gs Lionel might die, he 
might die in her apartment. 

“Lionel, Lionel!” Her hand was shaking him again, as 
though she were afraid he might go to sleep and leave her 
powerless to move him. His eyes opened and looked at 
her. “You must get out of here,” she was saying, “do you 
understand me, Lionel?” His tongue licked at his cracked 
lips. “I’m sick, Kitty ... I think I’m going to die.” 

She went white. “No, no, Lionel, don’t say that. You 
mustn’t even think of it. You’ll be all right, we’ll get you 
out of here and then they can take care of you . . 

Paradoxically, with Lionel Hardwell sitting in her apart¬ 
ment, a deathly pallor creeping perceptibly across his face, 
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Kitty was thinking of the other men in her life—^Professor 
Taggert, A1 Hartley and the others upon whom she had 
lavished her charms. She hadn’t minded the whispered 
gossip about those. She had justified it by telling herself 
that it was all necessary, a part of her plan to “get ahead.” 
But this was different, this could be the end. 

She wrung her hands. “If you should die, here in my 
place, Lionel,” she said tremulously, “the papers will ruin 
me. They’ll sprawl me all over the front page, they’ll cru¬ 
cify me!” She bowed her head, burying her face in the cup 
of her hands. 

Lionel shook his head weakly. “Don’t, Kitty,” he whis¬ 
pered hoarsely, “you mustn’t cry.” 

“They’ll cruci^ me,” she said again, and the hollow 
sound of her voice reached his ear and forced him to stir. 
“We must get out of here,” she moaned. 

“I can’t move, Kitty, I... I just can’t.” 

She leaned against him, sobbing quietly. “Help me, 
Lionel,” she pleaded. “Please, please?” 

He felt her arm around him. His head rested on her 
shoulder and her hair was a perfumed cloud against his 
face. Its sweet fragrance stirred memories within him of 
days together; of nights that were so beautiful that even 
recollections of them brought pain, a sweet, glorious kind 
of hurt that he didn’t want to lose. 

He moved his arm and touched her face, her soft, 
smooth face that he so enjoyed looking upon. His finger¬ 
tips were wet as he dipped them in the bitter tears cours¬ 
ing down her cheeks. 

He looked at her, his dimmed eyes searching her ex¬ 
pression. She was so helpless, so completely dependent 
upon him. Poor little Kitty, he thought, he must protect 
her. If anything were to happen now, she mustn’t be made 
to suffer for the wonderful pleasures she had given him. 
“Let me rest a few minutes, Kitty,” he wheezed, “then I’ll 
try. If I can get to my car, perhaps . . .” 

Her heart beat with wild exultation and leaning forward 
she planted her soft red lips upon his mouth. Then she got 
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up and ran into the bedroom. She couldn’t dress, sh© 
daren’t take the time. She had seen the fog that was start¬ 
ing to veil his eyes; she was afraid that she didn’t have 
much time. She threw off the silk robe she was wearing and 
put on a tan camel’s-hair coat, tying it tightly around her 
naked waist. The lining felt rou^ against her nude body 
but she didn’t care. She slipped her bare feet into sandals 
and ran back to Lionel. 

She made him take another swallow of Scotch and then, 
with her strong arm around him, he got to his feet and 
stood there unsteadily, weaving slightly on legs that felt as 
though they might crumble beneath his weight at any 
moment. 

“Come on,” he croaked, “we’d better hurry.” 

Once out in the hall Kitty prayed they wouldn’t meet 
anyone in the elevator. If they did she was sure she’d faint. 
No one must see Lionel now. She was thinking ahead with 
a coldness of purpose that didn’t seem at all unnatural to 
her. Then for just a fleeting moment she let her guard 
down, and the thought struck her that she had her arm 
around allying man; it made her shiver. She attempted to 
bolster her flagging courage by pretending that poor Lionel 
was only drunk. Indeed, she told herself, he looks like it, 
with his feet dragging and his head lolling almost helplessly. 

She glanced at his face; his eyes were bulging from their 
sockets with the tremendous effort he was making. His face 
was a frightening pasty color down which huge beads of 
glistening sweat poured without let up. 

“Kitty,” he muttered, “hurry . . . hurry . . .” 

She murmured a weak “Thank God,” when the elevator 
came up empty; then they both staggered in and leaned 
against the wall. She remembered the rear passageway in 
the basement, a short cut to the street where he’d parked 
the car and she leaned over and touched the button. 

A thin river of perspiration wound its way between her 
heaving breasts and rolled down over her stomach. It was 
an eternity of torture before the elevator finally stopped. 
Out in the back alleyway it was quiet and deserted at that 
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time of night. The warm air had a fetid smell that made 
her want to throw up. 

She was breathing heavUy when they reached the street 
where the car was parked and Lionel was gasping, stumb¬ 
ling, driving himself furiously, piteously, but Kitty didn’t 
seem to notice. He would have fallen on his face if she 
hadn’t kept her firm arm tightly around him. 

Her gaze swept anxiously up and down the street. 
“Where is it? Where’s the car?” Once he was in the car 
everything would be all right She would have nothing to 
worry about then. 

Kitty looked around her. In the darkness the towering 
apartment buildings were huge shapeless giants of stone 
and brick that surrounded her. The lighted windows dot¬ 
ting them were a thousand eyes that glowed in the night 
watching every move she made. She shivered. The lining 
of her coat was soaked with perspiration. It climg to her 
nude belly and trembling shanks, hindering her move¬ 
ments. She reached down and yanked at the belt. An im¬ 
mediate coolness licked at her naked body, drying up the 
perspiration. 

She found the Cadillac and somehow managed to get 
Lionel onto the front seat. She left him sitting there and, 
as she started to walk around to the driver’s side, through 
the windshield she saw his bead loll forward loosely. She 
knew at once that he was dead. 

Poor man, poor man. Oh, Lionel, Pm sorry. Believe 
me, Vm so terribly sorry . . . 

She couldn’t leave him there like that, not now; his car 
was parked too close to her place. She forced herself to get 
in, lifting his head and keeping it against her shoulder 
while she drove. 

She drove aimlessly at first, so sick inside with a hor¬ 
rible, gnawing feeling of guilt that she wanted to cry out, 
but she didn’t. Instead she set her lips in a hard line of 
determination and told herself what to do. It had hap¬ 
pened, and she was going to have to see it through as best 
she could. 
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She turned the car on 59th Street and went across the 
bridge to Long Island, driving out Queens Boulevard until 
she hit the Parkway. After about an hour, she cut away 
from the heavily traveled highway until she found a sparsely 
trafficked road. She stopped and got out. 

She would leave him there, they would find him. Then 
her thoughts carried her still further. What would they 
think? Would they think too far? Deliberately, almost 
mechanically, she reached in and put the automatic gear 
shift on drive. Then she started the car up. 

The Cadillac lurched away from her, going straight 
down the road without wavering. As it hit a rough spot, it 
spun to one side and went crazily into the ditch. She 
muffled a hoarse scream as it turned over, its white^sidewall 
tires spinning in the moonlight. 

Her sweating face glowed like a white mask and she was 
shaking uncontrollably. Kitty covered her face with her 
hands and burst into tears. 

And even while her quivering nerves cried out in pain¬ 
ful protest at her actions, she was thinking of tomorrow, 
thinking that this was the end of her at the agency. Reggie 
would waste no time getting rid of her now. 

She would go to Dick, cling to him . Perhaps through 
him she could reach his father sooner than she had ex¬ 
pected. As she hurried away she couldn’t throttle the 
thought that things had happened almost as though she 
had planned them that way berselL 
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CHAPTER FOUR 


A Word from Our Sponsor 

EWS OF Lionel Hardwcll’s death came early the 



next morning. The papers said that evidently he’d 


had a heart attack while driving his car, which had then 
overturned near the Parkway. 

The great wave of relief that swept over Kitty when she 
scanned the news reports was replaced by the uncertainty 
of her future at the ad agen< 7 . Reggie Hardwell would be 
president now. 

You’re an idiot. Kitty girU You burned your bridges the 
day you made a fool out of Reggie. Now. he’s the boss 
and if it hadn’t been for that day in his office, perhaps. . . . 

She tried to put her mind on affairs at the office without 
success. The whole place was in a turmoil and, although 
everybody made half-hearted attempts at business-as- 
usual, nobody succeeded. The sudden death of the head 
of the firm was the sole topic of discussion. 

The sales promotion director called and cancelled the 
meeting scheduled for that mormng on the Rima Vit amin 
campaign. Shortly afterward, Kitty made up her mind and 
sent for Dick Willard. 

He was grim-faced when he came in. “It’s a terrible 
thing about Mr. HardweU,” he muttered, “The whole place 
is upside down.” 

Kitty wasn’t thinkin g of Lionel Hardwell now; she was 
concentrating on Moose Willard and Green Top Ale. 

“There’ll be repercussions, Dick. Although how all this 
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will affect the department , . Her voice trailed off and 
she let a shrug point up her doubtfulness. She averted her 
eyes, glancing down at her desk and told him pointedly, 
“I expect to be the first.” 

He reacted quickly. “You!” 

She looked up amused and, leaning forward, said, “Well, 
Reggie Hardwell and I don’t exactly hit it off, so . . She 
paused to make her meaning clear. 

He bit his lip in annoyance. “I won’t stay,” he an¬ 
nounced petulantly. “If you’re not here they couldn’t pay 
me to stay.” 

She smiled prettily and said, “I’m flattered, Dick—I 
really am.” 

“What’ll you do, Kitty?” 

“I don’t know.” She allowed concern to show on her 
face. 

“Gosh! I wish I could help.” 

She waited and then spoke softly. “Well, you can, Dick.” 

He looked surprised. “I can? How?” 

She didn’t answer right away but got up and walked 
around the desk. When she sat down on the stiff-backed 
chair across from him, she crossed her legs. She didn’t 
seem to be aware that some of the soft, white flesh of her 
thigh showed. “I’ve always wondered why you don’t work 
for your father,” she murmured. 

His gaze didn’t budge; he was on fire with what he 
could see, and what he couldn’t. His eyes flickered like a 
burning candle. Finally, he answered her. “1 don’t want 
any business association with my father.” 

“Ah,” she said, “but 1 do. I’ve always hoped to work 
for someone like him.” 

He licked his dry lips but didn’t speak. 

She stood up and walked toward him. All she wanted 
was to meet his father, and it would be so easy for Dick. 
All he had to do was make a phone call. She told him so, 
in a manner that was all sweet persuasion. 

He chewed on the soft inner lining of his lip. “We 
don’t get along very weU, Kitty,” he admitted dismally. 
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‘*Dad doesn’t think very much of me.” He glanced down 
at his body, at his narrow shoulders, his thinness, his 
smallness. “He wanted another Moose for a son I sup¬ 
pose,” he said bitterly. 

But when she asked him again, the pink tips of her 
fingers pressing his arms, the redness of her lips and the 
promise *m her eyes feeding his hunger, he did what she 
wanted him to do. He called his father and managed to 
make the appointment. 

When the male secretary ushered her into the presence 
of the big man, he was sitting behind a huge blond ma¬ 
hogany desk, waiting for her. He stood up, staring at her 
through narrowed lids. He was just over six feet tall, with 
big shoulders and a tough, flat body. Kitty couldn’t help 
thinking that if it weren’t for the silver powder time had 
lightly dusted on his hair, he might still be Moose Willard, 
all-American fullback. 

Hard? There wasn’t a trace of softness about him; even 
his eyes were stony and cold. She could see, as she studied 
him, no sign of the gentleness that was so apparent in his 
son and, even before he spoke, she knew that here was a 
man who struck fear in others and no doubt took delight 
in it. 

He waited for the door to close before he motioned her 
to the large green leather chair opposite his desk. “Sit 
down,” he snapped. He bent over his desk and fussed with 
papers, giving no indication that he was ready to talk to 
her. Kitty knew the technique; she had used it herself too 
many times to be disconcerted by it. So she sank graces 
fully into the chair and let her eyes roam the room. 

The office was magnificently paneled from ceiling to 
floor in limed oak. The handsome furniture and expensive 
drapes announced in a rich, full tone that this was head¬ 
quarters for the supreme commander of the Green Top 
Ale Corporation. 

Here was a man, she thought, who fancied himself a 
captain of industry—a man with a Napoleon complex. 
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Suddenly he lifted his eyes and began to look her over, 
but she carefully averted her own gaze until she heard his 
voice, gruff and deep, with undertones of brutality. “You’re 
not what 1 expected,” he said grimly. 

She tried a smile, “No?” 

“You don’t look like a goddamn fool, but you probably 
are.” 

“Your son . . she started to say. 

“My son is a weakling . . .” 

“Dick is a sweet boy,” she protested mildly. 

He leaned forward, his eyes shiny gimlets that bored into 
her. “Why? Because he let you use him to get this appoint¬ 
ment?” 

He had put her on the defensive so she felt constrained 
to say, “I wanted to meet you, Mr. Willard.” She smiled, 
aiming all of her charm at him, but she knew that some¬ 
how it didn’t hit its mark. 

He stood up and walked around the desk, facing her. 
His arms were folded in front of him. “Obviously, now 
that old man Hardwell is dead you’re going to be out over 
there. You want a job.” 

“Yes,” she replied frankly. 

“There are personnel managers for that,” he growled. 
“I’m a busy man. I only let you come here because I 
wanted to get a good look at what my son is sleeping 
with these days.” 

Her eyes flashed fire and she jumped to her feet. “You’re 
—you’re just stupid!” 

He laughed without smiling. It was a loud mocking 
sound. “But truthful?” he rasped sarcastically. 

Now his eyes were brazenly roaming all over her body, 
removing her clothing stitch by stitch. She’d never felt so 
naked in her life. 

Her impulse was to turn and rush blindly away from 
him, but something about the man held her. She found 
herself trying to imagine what it would be like to know his 
love, and suddenly she tingled all over her warm body. 
Certainly, he was a cold, hard brute in spite of the polish 
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of his appearance. The coarseness was there, and it still 
showed through the thin veneer he had acquired since he 
had married Connie Smythe twenty-one years ago. 

Kitty was still swept by hot anger at his crudeness, but 
the hardness of the man attracted her, thrilled her. She 
was excitingly aware of a vibrant, electric current of sheer 
animal magnetism between them, and it set her nerves on 
edge. 

He waved her back to the chair. “At least,” he 
growled, “you don’t play the indignant vir^n.” 

“Why should 1 stay here and listen to your filth?” 

“Why?” He was uncanny. “You know why,” he said. He 
didn’t even give her the satisfaction of making it sound 
like a question. 

Abruptly, she sprang up again, her eyes seething with 
anger. “You are a pig,” she said quietly. 

He laughed and turned away from her. “Sit down.” 

She was glad to obey his command because her legs 
were wooden sticks without any feeling. She forced her 
voice into evenness. “Well, why don’t you say whatever 
you’ve got on your mind • . .?” She stopped suddenly. 
What he had on his mind was so obvious. It was in his 
eyes, feasting on her body with a frank avidity that shook 
her. In her travel throu^ the jungle she had never seen 
such lust before, such an open display of raw desire. She 
should have been afraid of him but, suddenly, she didn’t 

care. . 

She gazed upon him and knew that Moose Willard, m 

spite of his wealth, his position, his power, was no differ¬ 
ent from the others. He, too, now that he had seen her, 
yearned for her beauty and she knew that he would never 
be content until he possessed her. 

“Are you seriously claiming that you did not sleep with 

my son?” he asked curtly. 

She knew that she should be angry, should ignore his 
crude query. Instead, she found herself shaking her head 
and murmuring, “That’s right.” 
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“The damned fool kid,” he growled contemptuously. 
“What in hell is he waiting for?” 

She bit her lips and clenched the hand that was itching 
to slap his face. He was a beast. He made everything she 
had ever done seem cheap and dirty. To Kitty, her affairs 
had never been cheap. If she couldn’t endow each of 
them with romance, she at least assured herself that she 
had been giving pleasure and happiness in return for 
whatever she had been gaining. 

“You’ve done well over at Hardwell’s,” Moose told her. 
“But what happens now that the old man is dead?” She 
shrugged, and he glared at her accusingly as if she had 
made some terrible mistake. “You should have ponied up 
to Reggie, too, huh?” 

She got up and slapped his face hard. She was furious. 
Not only at him, but at herself as well for sitting there and 
listening to him. He was trying to make her out an or¬ 
dinary whore and she knew she wasn’t that. The things 
she had done, any girl. . . 

“Oh, sit down,” he rasped. His fingers touched his cheek 
where she’d hit him. He was smiling as if he enjoyed the 
reaction he’d gotten out of her. “You’ve got fire, Kitty. 
That, I like!” He smiled. “I want to know more about you, 
Kitty.” He rubbed his palms together, “When I’m inter¬ 
ested I always want to know more. Listen,” he continued. 
“I’m not criticizing you about the guys you’ve slept with. 
Hell, if I’d been a woman I’d have done the same thing 
myself.” He waved his hands in the air like a big fan. “Any 
girl with brains in this business soon finds out that she 
needs more than gray matter to go places. Red corpuscles 
help, too, huh?” 

She didn’t answer; she couldn’t without crying. 

She felt all the self-confidence oozing out of her before 
this man. He was systematically stripping the protective 
garb of respectability away from her, a piece at a time, and 
he was doing it deliberately, cruelly, savagely. She couldn’t 
take it any more. She got up to go. For the first time, Kitty 
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was lost in the jungle she had chosen to live in and she 
didn’t know what to do. 

Moose didn’t move. He let her stand there. His mouth 
was hard but his eyes greedily caressed every lovely curve 
of her body. “Stop stewing, will you,’’ he said impatiently. 
He made it sound like an order. He grinned and his eyes 
kept exploring. “When you came in here I was going to rip 
you apart, but now I don’t want to. 

The hungry expression on his face told her that, despite 
her feeling of fear and uncertainty, she was still in the 
driver’s seat, and she wondered if she could be strong 
enough to grasp the reins. They were there for the taking, 
she knew that; all she had to do was pick them up, but 
she couldn’t. 

“Get back over there to that agency you work for and 
if Reggie doesn’t fire you, quit,’’ he told her confidenUy. 
“I’ll call you later.” He leaned close to her for a moment. 
“To hell with a job. A girl like you doesn’t have to work 
for a living,” he said pointedly. 

Then he walked across the room without looking back. 
When he opened a door on the far side, Kitty could see 
men sitting around a long conference table waiting for 
She could tell that they’d been waiting for him all this time, 
and Moose Willard had made his staff sit and cool its heels 

for her. , 

The door closed and she could hear nothing. She picked 
up her handbag and slowly left his huge oflSce. She realized 
that he had dismissed her like some unimportant little 
stenographer and she didn’t like it. Nobody had ever 
ueated her like that before. She knew that he’d done it 
intentionally, not because he wanted to hurt her, but just 
to let her Imow where she stood. 

“A girl like you doesn’t have to work for a living,” he’d 
said and she had known then what he had in mind for her. 
She shivered. Kitty Sanders, kept woman! 

Goddam you, Moose Willard, / won’t let you do that 

to me. I won't . . . / won't ... 

But even while she said it to herself over and over again, 
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trying to make herself believe it, she was jarred by the 
knowledge that perhaps she might not have the inner 
strength to fight, to deny Moose Willard what he wanted. 

She spent the rest of the day at her office trying to bury 
herself in work that had piled up. Several times Dick 
phoned but she refused to take his call. She tried to write 
copy suggestions for the Rima Vit amin campaign, but 
when she found herself scribbling the same lines over and 
over again, she gave up and applied herself strictly to 
office detail. 

About four o’clock Reggie Hardwell came in and sent 
word down that he wanted to sec her right away. It 
sounded urgent. When she went up, he was wearing a 
black tie and a white face. ‘^I’m sorry,” she told him. “It 
was a terrible shock to all of us.” 

He acknowledged her expression of sympathy and 
looked away blinking. When he faced her again, he said, 
“Perhaps this isn’t the time for me to tell you this, Kitty, 
but I feel I must.” 

She thought she knew what he was going to say and 
somehow she didn’t really care, she had expected it. 
“Well,” she said evenly. 

“We’ve never gotten along, have we, Kitty?” She shrug¬ 
ged and he went on. “Now that I’m going to be president 
of the firm, perhaps—^well, don’t you think we ought to 
try to work together?” 

She gaped and started to laugh. Reggie looked annoyed. 
“It’s just that I thought you were going to fire me,” she 
explained. 

It was his turn to look surprised. “Oh, no,” he remarked 
smoothly, “I wouldn’t do that.” He stood up and going 
oyer put his hands on her shoulders. “Why shouldn’t we be 
tten^, Kitty,” he whispered, “real friends.” He was out 
in the open with it now, making no attempt to hide his true 
meaning. He squeezed her soft shoulders eagerly. “I know 
how much my father thought of you, Kitty. Perhaps, you 
and I.. 
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His palms felt warm and clammy on her arms. She 
looked at his pale face, his thin chest and white lips, and 
she tried to picture giving herself to him. 

She pulled away from him in disgust. “No, thank you, 
she grated coldly, “I don’t need my job that badly. Get 
yourself another copywriter. I’m through.” 

She didn’t even bother to turn around and look at him 

as she left the ofl&ce. 
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CHAPTER FIVE 


Nature in the Raw 


I T TOOK two days to wind up at the office and Kitty 
didn’t see Reggie again until they met briefly at the 
funeral parlor. She murmured the proper phrases, for 
which he expressed the proper thanks. Then he told her 
that he wanted her to meet the new chief copywriter he 
had hired. Even to Kitty’s rather blunted sensibilities it 
seemed that his father’s funeral was hardly the place to 
talk business. He suggested that they get together at 
the office after the services, and she agreed more out 
of curiosity than a willingness to cooperate. 

Kitty’s first impulse had been not to attend the funeral, 
but she had felt compelled to do so by the disturbing idea 
that perhaps Lionel might have wanted her to be there. 

She tried not to look at the white-haired woman wear¬ 
ing the heavy veil of mourning, but she couldn’t seem to 
keep her gaze away. She was glad that Mrs. Lionel Hard- 
well didn’t know Kitty Sanders and felt relieved that she 
wouldn’t have to face the grieving wife, woman to woman. 
She doubted that she had the stomach to look into the 
tear-filled eyes and speak softly and sympathetically about 
Lionel Hardwell as if she had known him no more in¬ 
timately than most of the other casual mourners there. 

Affected by the weepy sounds of the organ music that 
floated through the chapel, Kitty momentarily allowed 
herself to wallow in the deep trough of self-condemnation. 
She found that she was trying to project Kitty Sanders into 
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the widow’s place, but she couldn’t. Somehow she didn’t 
fit; somehow she could never picture herself crying bitter y 
for a dead husband she had lost long ago. 

Kitty had always said that a female who couldn t hold 
her mL didn’t deserve him. Mrs. Hardwell had been no 
exception to Kitty’s rule, and remembering it now brought 
sharp relief from the heavy sense of guilt that 
her- but when the widow moaned and collapsed, Kitty 
had quite enough. She slipped out of the depressing at- 

mosphere and fled to the street. 

Kitty went up to her office for the last time. It was like 
going from one funeral parlor to another. Her ^cretaiy s 
LdiLily smiling face was folded shut in a set unhappy 

“For heaven’s sake, Jean,” said Kitty. “Britten up, 
wiU you? You’ve stiU got a job.” She forced a smile for the 
^rl’s benefit without feeling it. “They’U find a spot for 
you. Bill Gibson promised me that ...” . , « 

“1 don’t care,” the secretary moaned. “They stink. The 
whole place stinks without you. I don’t want to stay- 
She was on the verge of tears now and it made Kitty 
anery. That was the trouble with women m business, they 
wore their emotions where everybody could sm them. 
“Look honey,” she said more irritably than kindly, 1 m 
waiting around until Reggie gets here. Meanwhile . 
She opened the drawer of her desk and held up a ^ttle 
of Scotch. “Have one with me, huh? For the road? 

Jean caught her breath and sniffed. But she sat down 
while Kitty poured. It was wryly amusing to Kitty to watch 
the girl down the whiskey quickly and neatly. As Kitty 
offered another, there was a knock at the door. 

Kitty looked at the bottle and glasses on her desk, 
stretched out a hand tentatively, then shrugged impauenUy 

and called, “Come in.” . 

The man who walked into her office, earring a twe^ 
topcoat over his arm, was tall and good-looking, with t e 
kind of build that women notice. But it was his smile tha 
Kitty saw first. It was a nice, boyish smile that softened ms 
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Jose any of the strong lines. 
I m Winn Evans,” he announced quietly. His glance 
swept from Jean to Kitty and stayed there. “You’re Miss 
Sanders, aren’t you?” 

Jean sto<^ up and Kitty returned his smDe a Uttle stiffly. 
Yes, I m Kitty Sanders,” she told him. 

Wmn Evans. She recogni 2 ed the name at once. This was 
ffle man Reggie had wanted to head up the department six 
months ago when his father had given her the job. It was 
just like Reggie to have the last word. 

A bit tardily she got to her feet, walked over to Winn 
Evans, and held out her hand as she said, “Oh, Mr Evans 

nL^e*^^' your 

Wiim Evans had taken her hand. His fingers were strong, 
his pata wa™, and Kitty felt a strange excitement as he 
touched her. He was murmuring politely about how nice it 
was to meet her, and he released her hand as soon as he 
telt Its slight movement of withdrawal. 

She peered over his broad shoulders. “Where is Reggie? 
Isn t he coining down?” ^ 

“I don’t know. He left word to meet him here.” He 
shrugged. I suppose he’s not back from the funeral yet ” 
Kitty introduced Jean, who made a quick and fairly 
showing too much of her resentment 
Then Kitty mvited Winn Evans to sit down and said “I 
suppose I should say ‘welcome,’ or something.” She tried 
to sound h^t-hearted. His face didn’t indicate whether or 
not she had succeeded, but he was studying her with soft, 
browii eyes, eyes that she knew instincUvely were quite 
capable of turning granite hard if they had to. 

J"® was staring, he 
snul^ a^ said, I pictured you as a much older woman.” 

h!» annoyed. “I’m old enough,” she answered a 

^ r ’ 'f’® to remain 

«^ding because she herself had not yet sat down, she 
sank gracefully mto the nearest chair. 
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He threw his coat on the couch and moved toward a 
chair facing her. “Can we just talk a little until Mr. Hard- 
well gets here?” 

She nodded and motioned to the chair behind the desk. 
“Perhaps you ought to sit there, Mr. Evans.” 

He grimaced. “Please!” He looked unhappy. “This is 
just as unpleasant for me.” 

She didn’t answer and he sat down in the chair he 
had picked. 

“I’ve replaced men before, Miss Sanders, but, frankly, 
this is a ‘first’ for me.” His mouth was turned down at the 
comers. He looked uncomfortable. “Would it help any,” 
he said softly, “if I told you that I don’t like it.” 

He was trying very hard to be nice but Kitty didn’t feel 
kindly toward him. She had no intention of going out of 
her way to be pleasant, but there was something about 
him . . . 

She gestured vaguely. “Then why not make like I’m a 
man?” 

He grinned at her, his eyes sparkling. “That is imr 
possible, you’re too damned pretty.” 

She laughed in spite of herself and began to like him. 
It wasn’t just his flattery, or his warm smile . . . she shook 
her head in an effort to clear out the intruding too-personal 
thoughts and said in as cool a manner as she could sum¬ 
mon up, “Perhaps if we went over the organization of the 
department while we wait . . 

He smiled. “Not unless you insist, Miss Sanders. I’d 
rather just talk, if you don’t mind?” 

She arched her eyebrows, “Very well.” 

think I should tell you that I’m the guy who almost 
came in here six months ago.” He seemed glad to get it out. 

“Yes, I know,” she said, “I remembered the name after 
we introduced ourselves.” 

He tugged thoughtfully at the lobe of his ear. “Mr. 
Hardwell didn’t tell me why you’re leaving. I hope it’s be¬ 
cause you have something a helluva lot better.” 

She wanted to tell him that she had, but instead she 
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blurted out, “No, I haven’t,” and then was furious at her¬ 
self. She turned aside and pulled out the organization 
chart, forestalling further personal comment. “There are 
seven in this department,” she said in a flat, businesslike 
tone. “If you’re interested I’ll tell you something about 
each of them.” 

He waved his hand. “No, that’s not necessary. Inci¬ 
dentally,” he went on, “Mr. Hardwell mentioned the pro¬ 
posed Rita Vitamin campaign. Has anything been submit¬ 
ted that I should know about immediately? It’s a big 
account and .. .” 

“No,” she broke in coldly, “Nothing has been decided 
yet. That’s your headache now,” she grated, “not mine.” 

He grinned. 

She wished he wouldn’t. Why didn’t he crow a little over 
her or rub it in? He did none of these things and it dis¬ 
armed her. She wanted to fight and he left her no weapons. 

She looked at her watch impatiently and then, anxious 
to get away from this disturbing young man, she started 
to get up. “I don’t think I can wait for Mr. Hardwell any 
longer, Mr. Evans.” 

“Please don’t go,” he said softly. “I understand how you 
must feel. But I wish you wouldn’t.” He leaned forward and 
his hand reached out to her, resting on her arm. Again she 
felt the excited throbbing that rushed through her entire 
body as Winn Evans touched her, and she wondered if he 
felt it, too. She searched his calm face but it gave no clues. 

She was breathing deeply and she knew that her breasts 
were heaving, knew that he could see their beauty, their 
firmness rising and falling beneath her dress, but Ws eyes 
never left her face. She found herself wanting him to look, 
as the others did, to fasten his gaze on her lovely throat, 
then to follow its white trail to the exciting crevice be¬ 
tween the twin peaks of her bosom, but he didn’t. 

Somehow, she was all confused. She stood up. “If you’ll 
excuse me, Mr. Evans?” 

He looked crestfallen. “You’re coming back?” 

“Yes . . .” 
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She turned and rushed away from him, away from his 
warm, brown eyes and the determined expression that 
could pierce her armor. 

Several girls spoke to her in the ladies* room, but if 
she answered she was barely conscious of what she said. 
Kitty was thinking of Winn Evans. 

Etesperately she tried to drive him out of her mind. He 
had her job now and she should forget about him. Besides, 
she had her own immediate future to think of. But Kitty 
was all mixed up by the unexpected emotion that threat¬ 
ened to usurp all of her thoughts. 

Winn Evans had merely touched her, and that touch 
had stirred deep within her long dormant dreams and 
hopes. When she was very young she had yearned for the 
love of one man who would want her for herself, for the 
unseen beauty that was utterly apart from her irresistible 
body. 

This wasn’t the first time she had told herself that it 
was what she had been looking for all this time, that love 
and not ambition was the drive that had forced her from 
one man to another, always searching. Never before had 
she felt so certain that here was the man she could love, 
the man she herself wanted, with more than her soft body 
and her hard mind. 

His touch had been only an impersonal thing, she rea¬ 
soned. He had given no evidence that he’d felt the same 
wild surge that had flooded her being. Yet the more she 
thought of it, the more she felt that her excitement had 
been fired by his own, and she clung to the idea imtil she 
was obsessed by it. 

Kitty could make him feel desire all right. She could get 
any man she wanted and Winn was no exception, but she 
didn’t want him as she had gotten the others. 

Like a flustered schoolgirl, she had fled from Winn be¬ 
cause she was afraid, and now she went back because she 
couldn’t stay away. Reggie was in the oflBce when she got 
there, and the rest of the time was spent in a formal dis¬ 
cussion of some of the knottier problems of Hardwell & 
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Sawyer’s copywriting department. When it was over, 
Winn went with her to the elevator. His goodbye was most 
cordial and, to Kitty, meaningful. 

The days went by slowly and she didn’t hear from him. 
She waited anxiously, confident that soon he would call 
her. Then she wondered if perhaps Reggie had told him 
about her relationship with his father. She didn’t want 
Winn to know that. For the first time in her life Kitty was 
regretting some of the things she had done. 

When the days lengthened into a week and still there 
was no word from Winn she was dull with the bitter drug 
of disillusion. Confused and aware that the security she 
had so cherished was slipping away from her, she desper¬ 
ately tried to resolve things by calling Moose Willard. 

He was so pleased to hear from her that she felt 
soothed and satisfied. It wasn’t until she hung up that she 
realized completely what she had done, what course she 
had taken; she had sealed a bargain with Moose Willard. 

You*ve made your decision, Kitty, because you want to 
be free of fear. Being free of fear is worth anything, any 
price you have to pay. 

She tried to put the whole thing out of her mind for 
just a little while; she wanted to stop thinking about either 
Moose Willard or Winn Evans. She felt like a small child, 
crying because she had gotten the wrong toy for Christmas. 
Kitty wanted the other doll and now she knew that she 
could never have it 

The first time Moose came he could hardly wait. She 
could tell by the way his eyes looked at her greedily, 
drinking in the fullness of her body beneath the thin negli¬ 
gee she wore. 

As if he had been living there for a long time, he went 
into the kitchen and poured himself a stiff drink of Scotch. 
Every action, every glance was one of complete possession. 
It made Kitty feel dirty. He’d put his price on what he 
had to offer and she had bought it. Now he was here, rush¬ 
ing to collect. It was too cold-blooded, like a business deal. 
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She poured herself another drink and tossed it down 
quickly. She didn’t remember how many that made be¬ 
cause she hadn’t counted. She had wanted to be drunk 
when he got there. Now with him there beside her, she 
was glad she’d had that much foresight. 

He moved behind her, touching her gently at first. "‘I 
told you that a girl like you doesn’t have to work.” His 
voice was husky, and he watched her intently, as if trying 
to make sure she wouldn’t back out. He sucked in his 
breath. “You gorgeous thing, you gorgeous little thing.” 

He spun her around, and held her close to him. He 
seemed content for the moment merely to hold her, to en¬ 
joy the soft feel of her in his arms. Then his hands moved 
over her, exploring the loveliness of her body, discovering 
the warm beauty of her rounded flesh. The smoothness of 
her seemed to inflame him and be shoved her head back 
roughly and kissed her hard. 

The excessive liquor had made her dizzy, and now her 
head was spinning, but she forced herself to remember not 
to respond. She had made herself that promise when she 
knew he was coming. She would remain passive under his 
caresses. It was almost as if in that way she might feel less 
guilty, might feel that there was still something of herself 
that she could keep for Winn Evans. 

But although she didn’t want it, she felt pounding de¬ 
sire creep upward over her body like an enveloping fog. 
She moaned in dismay yet in pleasure when he fondled her, 
and uncontrollably her hands went out, reaching for him. 
She sobbed once. He crushed the sound with his 
mouth. 

Then he picked her up in his arms and it was like float¬ 
ing in mid-air. She forgot everything but the longing, and 
then he was beside her, a giant with the distorted, twisted 
face of an animal. His hands again caressed her, and the 
core of desire grew larger and larger until it was a madly 
spinning globe. Then the globe shattered into multicolored 
fragments of pulsating pleasure. 

When she awakened he was gone and she felt as though 
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he had taken a vital part of her away with him. Always 
it had been Kitty Sanders who possessed, who proudly 
bent these hungry creatures of the jungle to her will. Now 
it was she who was possessed, and she felt beaten and 
broken as she had never felt before in her life. 



CHAPTER SIX 


Beware of Substitutes 


S HE HATED him for the torturing emotions that 
writhed inside her. He had made it clear he didn’t 
want Kitty Sanders—^he merely wanted the pleasures she 
could give him. She had known that from the start, but 
she hadn’t realized until now what it would mean to her. 

She felt cheap and degraded, debased by the sheer 
arrogance of his possessiveness. Yet at the same time she 
was vaguely conscious of an exhilarating sense of physical 
well-being, and it disturbed her. 

She lay there in bed torn by a confusing mixture of 
frustration and contentment. The broad fingers of the 
morning sun reached through the window toward her 
and boldly explored the smooth outline of her beneath 
the sheet. She threw aside the covering and stretched her¬ 
self slowly with the lazy voluptuousness of beautiful 
women and felines. 

As she stretched, Kitty was pleasantly aware that her 
body was floating in a placid pool, yet deep inside her was 
a turbulence that buffeted her like an angry sea. Why 
didn’t Winn Evans want her? Why couldn’t last night 
have been Winn’s? 

She glanced down at the long, svelte lines of her body, 
at the white of her arms and shoulders. She delighted in the 
soft, full thrust of her firm breasts against the pink nylon 
nightgown, the gentle curve of her belly, and the clean 
sweep of her shapely legs. 
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Kitty couldn’t understand why Winn hadn’t been inter¬ 
ested. When she thought that way about him she felt de¬ 
sire creep over her, exciting her nerves. But she didn’t 
want Winn that way. She kept telling herself that she 
mustn’t . . . not Winn. 

She tried to stop thinking about him. So she thought, 
instead, of last night and Moose. Recollections rushed at 
her and overpowered her. She lay there now cuddling her 
body, throbbing with renewed desire as she recalled 
Moose’s violent love-making. Every part of her tingled with 
the memory. 

Abruptly she got out of bed. Damn Moose Willard! He 
was a sensuous pig. She pulled the nightgown over her 
head, walked naked across the carpet, and stood looking 
at herself in the full-length mirror. She found herself 
shivering. 

The white body in the glass was as beautiful as ever but, 
as she studied it, she couldn’t control the horrible feeling 
that it wasn’t hers. Moose had already put his ugly brand 
on her lovely flesh. 

She shuddered. She had never felt like this before. She 
was suddenly sick with the realization that for the first 
time in her life the reflection of her own flawless body in 
the mirror disgusted her. 

She wanted to blame all of this new and uncomfortable 
state of mind cm Moose Willard, but somehow she wasn’t 
sure that she could. 

She tried to tell herself that she must stay away from 
him, but even as she thought it, she was aware that she 
couldn’t. It was a compulsion over which she seemed to 
have no restraint. It didn’t help any to insist to herself 
that she was doing these things because of Winn—so that 
she could blot out of her mind the picture of Winn and 
herself that she wanted and couldn’t have. 

Meeting him only once, Kitty had known instantly that 
she could never forget him or obliterate her painful yearn¬ 
ing for him. If she couldn’t have him then she could dull 
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the longing so that it didn’t hurt so much. Moose Willard 
could be the opiate to accomplish this means. 

Subterfuge, Kitty my girl—pure subterfuge. 

She walked away from the strange girl in the mirror and 
went into the shower. She turned on the faucet and stood 
there letting the furious needles of cold spray massage her 
body until she felt vigor replace lethargy. 

She had just finished drying herself when Winn called. 
She almost dropped the telephone when she recognized 
his soft voice. 

“I meant to call you sooner, Kitty,” he said. 

His words went through her like a sharp pain. God! 
Why hadn’t he? If only he’d called before last night. 

She could only whisper, “I wish you had.” 

“I meant to, but you know how a guy can get tied up. 
Look, Kitty, I want to see you.” 

Her naked body started to shake. She looked down at 
her breasts and felt the subtle stirring of her excited 
senses. 

“Some things have come up that need clarifying, Kitty, 
I wonder if you’d n'iind . . .” 

The iceberg! The cold, sexless iceberg! He wasn’t inter¬ 
ested in her. He was calling about something at the office. 
She was furious with him. What kind of a man was he? 

“Can you make it for lunch?” he asked, unaware of 
what his words had done to her. 

She crushed the hot retort on her lips and sat down on 
the green velvet chair behind her. Her rush of sudden 
anger was quickly past. This was still Winn on the tele¬ 
phone and that was all that really mattered. Perhaps if 
she could see him again . . . “If you could make it dinner 
tonight . . .” she murmured huskily. 

He could. 

She gave him her address and it wasn’t until after she 
had hung up that she could control the trembling of her 
legs. 

When Winn came that evening, just seeing him, being 
near him, Kitty felt like a high school girl again. She 
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knew that the whole thing was completely asinine. She 
was a mature woman—she’d been around—^but with 
Winn standing there smiling at her, she was Kitty Sanders, 
virgin, trembling like a fool when the high school basket¬ 
ball star touched her for the first time. 

Winn was saying, “I thought we’d drive up to a place 
I know in Connecticut, Kitty. Do you think you’d like 
that?” 

He grinned in a boyish way, and Kitty stopped thinking 
of the basketball star and the silly little girl who hadn’t 
yet found out what a man really was. 

She tried to remind herself that she should be angry 
with him but she found that she was too happy. They were 
together and the joy of it smothered every other emotion. 
She felt the wild throbbing of her pulses as she looked at 
him, but there was no trace of it in her voice when she 
told him simply, “I’d love Connecticut.” She took his 
topcoat from him and threw it across a chair. “A little 
Scotch first, Winn?” 

“Fine. Over the rocks, huh?” 

It was the first time she’d called him Winn to his face 
and when she went into the kitchen to fix the drinks, she 
said his name again quietly to herself. It was almost as if 
she wanted to get used to the sound of it on her tongue, 
instead of the silent scream of it in her mind. 

He didn’t follow her, but called out, “Need any help?” 

“Uh uh.” 

She poured the drinks and then went back into the liv¬ 
ing room. “Over the rocks, Winn,” she said handing it to 
him. 

He took it and nodded, gesturing towards her. “Here’s 
to you, Kitty.” 

She touched his glass with hers, smiling. “To you, 
Winn,” she said softly, but she was thinking ‘to us* when 
she said it 

They had dinner at a place called the Polka Dot about 
a mile off the Parkway, just outside of Milford, Connecti¬ 
cut. It was a small, family type restaurant and, when Winn 
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had told her about it on the way up in the car, she had 
found herself looking forward to it expectantly. It merited 
all the praise he had given it. 

Utterly uncommercial, it was unlike anything she had 
ever seen. There was something so wholesome about the 
family atmosphere that it was like eating at the home of 
your best friend’s mother. Clean white table-linen, spark¬ 
ling silverware, and the welcome absence of a bowing-yet- 
surly headwaiter, was only the overture to a symphony of 
epicurian dining. 

Winn was having his second cup of coffee when he said, 
“How did you get along with Reggie Hardwell?” 

Kitty smothered her annoyance at his question, discov¬ 
ering now that he had brought it up that it was an in¬ 
trusion on a so far delightful evening. 

“I didn’t have to get along with Reggie,” she replied 
bristling. '^Lionel Hardwell was my boss.” 

“Oh. I just wondered if there was any trick to it. If 
there is,” he said wistfully, “I could use one or two my¬ 
self.” 

She fixed a searching gaze upon him. So he wasn’t 
making out too well at Hardwell & Sawyer. He was ob¬ 
viously having his own Reggie trouble. He’d come to her, 
she reasoned, because he thought perhaps she could steer 
him—give him the right course to take with the new presi¬ 
dent of the agency. 

She looked into his warm eyes, watched again the lift 
at the comers of his firm mouth when he smiled, and she 
knew that gladly would she have helped him, if she could 
—but how? What could she tell him about Reggie that 
would benefit him. What, she wondered uncomfortably, 
had Reggie told him about her? Perhaps if she changed 
the subject... 

“You didn’t bring me out here just to discuss your 
difficulties with Reggie, 1 hope?” 

He laughed self-consciously, taking the rebuke lightly. 
“You’re right, Kitty. 1 apologize for talking shop.” 
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She smiled. “I don’t really mind. That was the idea, 
wasn’t it?” 

“Yes,” he admitted frankly. He looked uncomfortable, 
then he brightened. “But the way I feel right now, Kitty 
. . . well ... oh, the hell with it.” 

She shrugged. “I told you once that if I could help you, 
I would. But I don’t see how . . She waited for Wm to 
speak. 

He put his hand across the table, his fingers resting on 
hers. “Forget it, Kitty. It’s my headache, not yours, and 
I shouldn’t have brought it up at all.” 

For the rest of the evening he didn’t once talk about 
the ofl5ce. She learned, instead, that he came from a 
small town in Illinois, had gone to Northwestern Uni¬ 
versity and had been in Ad Alley for only five years. 

But, more important, she discovered that Winn wasn’t 
as unaware of her charms as she had thought. Being with 
him like this, she realized that he noticed every soft curve 
of her body that revealed itself. She could tell by his eyes, 
guarded as they were, that he desired her as much as any 
man did. 

She told herself that for some reason of his own, he was 
holding back. It seemed to her almost as if he went out of 
his way not to touch her. It wasn’t difficult for Kitty to 
make herself believe that perhaps Winn feared that to 
permit his hands to feel her warm flesh, even casually, 
was to cause him to lose all control. 

Kitty exulted in the tingling discovery she had made. 
How wonderful, she thought, it would be to have him. 
She pondered the use of her loveliness to capture his clean¬ 
ness, his honesty—^the things she wanted so desperately 
to share with him. 

How jar will you go, Kitty, girl . . . how far? 

She wasn’t sure, except that she knew she could never 
try to get Winn that way. She mustn’t... she mustn’t. . . 

To debase this love she felt for him was to dirty herself 
irrevocably and, worse, to shove him deep into the filthy 
mire, too. 
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When he took her home she involuntarily asked him 
if he wanted a nightcap. He refused. He stood there out¬ 
side her open apartment door and she sensed how hungry 
he was to come in. But he wouldn’t; she knew that, too. 

Perhaps it was good to have so much character. She 
respected him for it, loved him for it, but she couldn’t 
seem to make up her mind if it were what she really wanted. 
She might have been more sure if she could have known 
how much of his restraint was in her behalf, and how 
much was in his own. But whatever his reason, Kitty’s 
heart was basking in a warm sense of gratitude for the 
inner strength that made him refuse her invitation. 

She held out her hand, trying not to let it tremble. “To¬ 
night was swell, Winn,” she said with soft enthusiasm. 

“I’m glad, Kitty.” His brown eyes were warm and 
friendly—more so than ever before—and she was sure 
she detected something more. He was saying meaning¬ 
fully, “We’ll do it often from now on, huh?” 

She felt her stomach twist as he took her fingers into the 
well of his palm. “I’m , . . I’m sorry,” she managed to 
murmur, “that I couldn’t be of more help about Reg¬ 
gie . . 

Winn smiled evenly at her, giving no indication as to 
his inmost feelings. “It’s funny,” he told her quietly, “but 
I’ve forgotten all about the office tonight, Kitty. And you 
know something? That, I like.” 

After he was gone, she undressed slowly and went to 
bed. Always she had known what to do, or at least what 
she wanted to do, about any situation. But now she lay 
there, where there was no sleep, and found her reasoning 
hopelessly confused. Thoughts were whirling around in 
her head as aimlessly as eddying leaves before a gust of 
autumnal wind. 

Kitty, you little fool! What are you doing? Think! 
Think! Moose can give you anything you want . . . Moose 
can give you everything . . . 

But I want Winn . . . God! How I want Winn! 

She realized too well that, despite any wishful thinking 
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she might indulge in, her feeling for him was probably 
one-sided. Actually, he had indicated nothing but casual 
interest in her; there might never be anything more than 
this. At least she knew where she stood with Moose. Was 
she to give up the security she had striven for and attained 
with Moose for something she only thought she had seen 
in Winn’s eyes? 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 


Man of Distinction 


K itty HADNT known how she was going to bridge 
the void between the bittersweet incompleteness of 
being with Winn and the savage concord demanded of her 
by Moose. Winn made it easier for her by displaying no 
interest further than casual friendship. Yet, each time she 
saw him she lashed herself into a frustrated frenzy, won¬ 
dering how it would be possible for her to continue her 
relationship with Moose . . . but she did. 

The weeks went by and she found herself being thrust 
deeper and deeper into the role she had hated from the 
beginning. She despised herself for having relinquished 
possession of her own body—almost of her own soul. Her 
cherished independence was gone, and she was allowing 
her talent to dry up inside her. 

By natural bent and rigid training, she was a copywriter 
—a damned good one—and she was letting it all go to 
waste. Perhaps Moose didn’t care, but she did. 

As her resentment bubbled to the surface, Kitty real¬ 
ized that she had to do something about it before she, too, 
stopped caring. 

One night, as Moose lay beside her, she told him that 
she was going back to work. 

“Don’t be a damned fool,” his languid voice rumbled. 
Angry at his lack of understanding, she pushed herself 
away. She turned from him towards the wall, keeping 
space between them. “I mean it. Moose,” she prodded, 
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“I must. You can give me a job if you want to,^ she told 
him, determinedly. 

“A job? What in hell for? You don’t need one.” 

“I do.” 

“What’s the matter?” he grunted sourly. “Don’t I give 
you enough?” 

“I don’t mean you’re not generous, Moose,” she^ whis¬ 
pered nervously. “It’s just that I’m not cut out to be a 
. • . a kept woman,” she said. 

He laughed and she waited tensely. “All right,” he mut¬ 
tered at last, “if you’ve got to, you’ve got to, I guess. I’ll 
fix it for you.” 

It was the first time he’d made the slightest gesture of 
recogmtion of her individuality, and she found herself wal¬ 
lowing in the satisfaction of it. She kissed him 

His big frame quivered and his hands, reaching for her, 
pulled her to him roughly. He buried his face deep in the 
coolness of her throat, his arms holding her tightly. 
“Happy now?” he croaked. 

“Yes, yes.” 

Kitty felt the wild beating of her pulses, she felt the 
exultant throb of renewed independence. 

She was happy ... for the moment, she was very 
happyl 

The next afternoon she got a call from the New York 
offices of Fenton & Coves, advertising agency for Green 
Top Ale. The girl on the phone said that Mr. Coves 
wanted to see her—^was she available for an eleven o’clock 
appointment the following morning? Kitty told the secre¬ 
tary that she would be delighted to see Mr. Coves and 
then reminded herself to call Moose and thank him for 
his prompt action. 

The following morning she went to the agency offices on 
the penthouse floor of a small building on Madison Ave¬ 
nue. She waited in the plush reception room, surrounded 
by pictures of show personalities Green Top Ale had made 
famous in radio and television through the years. She won- 
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dered idly what would happen if one day Moose should 
suddenly decide to take his multi-million dollar account 
elsewhere? Fenton & Coves would probably go out of 
business overnight. 

She knew that Green Top was their only big account. 
Moose demanded so much from an agency that they 
couldn’t afford to take on any new commitments at the risk 
of neglecting their one main account. 

What a crazy business, she mused, and tried to imagine 
why any one would want to be in it. To have a future de¬ 
pendent upon the whim or fancy of one or two men who 
were virtual dictators, was ridiculous. She certainly 
wouldn’t want to own an agency business ... or would 
she? 

She found ready excitement in the thought as she devel¬ 
oped it. With an account like Moose’s . . . How much was 
Green Top actually worth in total billings anyway? Before 
she could carry it any further, the little red-headed recep¬ 
tionist at the kidney-shaped desk said, “Will you go in 
now. Miss Sanders?’’ 

Leslie Coves was a smaU man in his middle sixties with 
a gaunt face and eyes that never stayed still. He jumped 
up nervously when Kitty walked into his office. “Come 
in, Miss Sanders,” he said hoarsely, “Come in, come in.” 

He had an effervescent quality that was unusual for a 
man of his age. Even when he didn’t move he seemed to 
be on the go. It was an occupational hazard of the adver¬ 
tising business, Kitty thought. He stood there motioning 
her to a leather pull-up chair next to his desk, and Kitty 
noticed that his busy glance, at first wandering aimlessly, 
had now found her body and seemed reluctant to leave. 
“Sit down, sit down,” he said. 

Kitty found his habit of repetition vaguely reminiscent 
of a parrot, and thought he even looked a little like one. 

She smiled. “Thank you.” 

Instead of taking his chair behind the desk, he walked 
up and down, rubbing his hands together nervously. “We 
usually have our girls—our people—^fill out a personnel 
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form with their background and experience. In that way/* 
he explained, “we know at a glance . . 

“ril be glad to do so, Mr. Coves, if you wish,” she in¬ 
terrupted. 

He waved his hand at her. “No, no. Miss Sanders, that 
won’t be necessary—in your case.” 

She cringed at the emphasis he had placed on the last 
three words and tried to dismiss it as having been purely 
in her own mind. 

He sat gingerly in his chair behind the desk and leaned 
forward. “Just tell me a few things about yourself. Miss 
Sanders. I understand you headed up the copywriting de¬ 
partment over at Hardwell & Sawyer?” 

“Yes, that’s right, and before that I . . .’* 

“No, no, you don’t have to go into all that. If you were 
good enough for Lionel Hardwell, you’ll do for me.” 

Kitty knew then that he was merely going through the 
motions. Moose had called him and said, hire her! That’s 
all there was to it. Hire her! The puppet had jumped as 
his master pulled the strings. Vaguely, she realized that 
they were both in the same boat, and it made her a little 
nauseous. It was merely an attempt to save his own face 
in front of Kitty Sanders. 

They discussed a few matters all too briefly to suit her 
and then he told her that he couldn’t put her on copywrit¬ 
ing. However, he’d like very much to try her as an assist¬ 
ant account executive on the Green Top Ale account 
Would she be interested? 

She sat there, feeling his eyes playing over her body, 
and it made her wonder how many girls he had inter¬ 
viewed just like this at Moose Willard’s behest. 

Assistant account exec! At first she was going to turn it 
down because it was so far out of her line; but then she 
recalled the exciting idea that had germinated in her mind 
only fifteen minutes ago, in the reception room. Her own 
agency—KITTY SANDERS, INC. Was it possible? It 
could be if she had the Green Top account. 

She shifted forward eagerly in her chair. “I say yes, Mr. 
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Coves,” she told him with an enthusiasm that surprised 
her, and probably him. “I’d like a try at it.” 

To Kitty there was nothing incongruous in the situation. 
This was what she was used to. This was how she had 
surged ahead in Ad Alley. Take what you can get and 
make the most of it had always been part of her plan for 
life in what she refeiTed to as “the jungle.” 

Mr. Coves mentioned a figure that pleased her, then he 
turned aside and picked up the inter-ofiice phone. “Get 
Mr. Smythe for me, Miss Butler. Right away,” he said 
into the mouthpiece. 

He replaced the phone in its cradle and told Kitty that 
Danny Smythe was account executive in charge of Green 
Top Ale. She knew who Danny Smythe was, ah right— 
Moose’s brother-in-law, Connie Willard’s twin brother. “I 
hope you two will get along. Miss Sanders,” he told her. 
But he said it with an obvious lack of concern that indi¬ 
cated how little he really cared. 

Danny Smythe was a good-looking man in his middle 
forties, who might easily have passed for thirty-five if it 
weren’t for his eyes. There was a dull, dead glint in them, 
and Kitty knew about that, too. Those eyes could only be 
buffed into brightness by the huge amounts of liquor he 
consumed. 

Coves introduced them and Kitty saw interest flash 
across his face like a ray of light when the V. P. said, 
“Miss Sanders is going to be with us, Smythe.” 

He smiled at her then and an otherwise weak face was 
immediately transformed. “That’s nice,” he said pleasantly. 

“We’re putting her on the Green Top account as your 
assistant.” 

“What!” Danny turned and looked at her again. This 
time his thin smile was spurious, his eyes cold with re¬ 
pressed anger. When he spoke again, the resentment 
showed through. “Whose idea is this?” he rasped. 

“Mr. Willard’s,” Coves snapped. 

The account exec shook his head. “Oh, I see,” he mut¬ 
tered* 
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Kitty was furious that both men had immediately cata¬ 
logued her. She didn’t like it being made so disgustingly 
apparent. Damn Moose! Why couldn’t he have handled it 
in a more genteel way? But even as she asked herself the 
question she realized how ridiculous it was to expect gen¬ 
tility where none existed. 

Smythe was glaring at Coves, “What office is she going 
to use?” 

“For the time being,” Coves replied, “yours.” He stood 
up, leaned across the desk and shook hands with Kitty, 
“I hope you’ll like being with us, Miss Sanders,” he mur¬ 
mured. 

“Thank you,” she answered. Her eyes licked at Danny 
Smythe’s. “I’m sure I will,” she said with pointed deliber¬ 
ation. 

The account exec’s office, painted a restful green, was 
larger than her old one at Hardwell & Sawyer. Its smooth 
walls, unmarred by the usual rogue’s gallery of paintings 
and placques tracing the course of a client’s growth, were 
certainly the better for their absence. There was a walnut 
desk so large that it seemed almost to usurp one entire 
side of the room. 

Danny Smythe closed the door behind him and gestured 
to a comer chair by the window. “Sit down, Miss San¬ 
ders,” he said coolly. His narrowed eyes traced a pattern 
of frank admiration across her body. “Go on,” he re¬ 
peated, “sit down.” He grinned and added with incredible 
crudeness, “I’m sorry I don’t have a couch.” 

She felt the sudden rush of anger redden her face. “You 
are a stinker, aren’t you.” 

Now it was his turn to flush. He turned without speak¬ 
ing and, walking over to his desk, took out a bottle of 
Scotch. He poured a generous amount, without offering 
any to her, and swallowed it as if it were water. 

For a moment she thought he was going to take another. 
Instead he sat down and glanced to where she was still 
standing. “Sit down,” he muttered softly, “please, sit 
down.” 
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Kitty was aware of the subtle change in his attitude, 
but she was still boiling. She plumped herself into a chair, 
ruflaing an angry gaze upon him. “lx)ok here, Mr. Smythe,” 
she grated. “You and I are going to work together so we 
might just as well . . 

He stopped her by holding up his hand. “Please, Miss 
Sanders.” His voice was soft, subdued. “Let me say some¬ 
thing first. I . . . I’m sorry for what I said before.” He 
grinned weakly. “You were quite right. I cm a stinker.” 

“You certainly are,” she snapped. 

“I had no right to jump to conclusions, but . . 

“But you did.” 

He shrugged apologetically. “It’s a bad habit of mine. 
I’m always genuinely sorry for it.” He smiled hopefully. 
“Am I forgiven? Please?” 

Her answering smile met him halfway. “Perhaps we’ve 
both been a little silly,” she suggested. “Let’s forget it.” 

“Good! Let’s drink on that.” He picked up the bottle 
and held it toward her. “Have one?” 

“Uh uh.” She shook her head. “It’s too early for me.” 

“Not for me,” he grinned. He poured and drank it down 
almost in one motion. “This is the stuff that keeps a guy 
going, Miss Sanders.” 

“Kitty,” she corrected, “and I’ve yet to see the man that 
stuff did anything for,” she told him. 

He cocked his head and looked at her reproachfully. 
“Let’s make a deal, Kitty. I’ll say nothing about your 
private life, you do the same with me.” 

She bit her lip. It was certainly no concern of hers. He 
was a pathetic portrait of a man drinking himself to death 
and there was no reason why she could care. But there was 
something about him that she found herself liking, and she 
felt a strange, almost unwilling urge to help him. 

He laughed. “I know exactly what’s going on beneath 
that lovely blonde hair of yours. Save your breath, Kitty— 
I Uke what I’m doing.” She shrugged, and he kept talk¬ 
ing. “The Smythes are nice people, Kitty. At least they 
used to be.” 
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“Perhaps you’d better not . . 

“No, no. Don’t stop me.” His unsmiling eyes were 
bright agates now and his voice had turned hard and 
bitter. “I’d just as soon tell you now as later.” He didn’t 
wait. “Connie, that’s my sister . . 

“Yes, 1 know.” 

“If it weren’t for Connie . . .” He paused and looked 
out of the window. “1 don’t know where the hell I’d be, I 
swear.” She was surprised to see how soft and gentle his 
face became when he talked about his sister. “Yes,” he 
continued, “we Smythes were nice people—once.” The 
slits of his lids widened and the hatred she saw in the 
unhooded eyes frightened her. “She’s crazy about Moose,” 
he said. “God knows why. He’s a salacious pig.” 

Kitty’s mind echoed the sound of his words, as she re¬ 
membered that she, too, had once called Moose Willard a 
pig—a sensuous pig! 

Daimy spread out his arms in a gesture of incredulity. 
“What makes you women do the things you do, Kitty?” 
He answered his own question. “Moose tramples on her, 
debases her, drags her through the mire of his unfaith¬ 
fulness and she despises him for it. But does she leave 
him?” 

The wet worms of humiliation were writhing in Kitty’s 
belly. She wished to God he’d stop, but she didn’t have 
the courage to tell him how she felt. 

“She’d die without him, Kitty,” he was muttering. “For 
him, too, I suppose.” He went on talking, lifting the lid 
from the cauldron of his boiling hatred, his fear, his 
pent-up emotion. “He lets me stay here only as a taunting 
reminder to Connie of things as they used to be. Did you 
know that?” He laughed tightly. “You should have known 
the Smythe family before he reduced us to what we are 
today.” 

“Why do you stay here then? You don’t have to.” 

He sneered sullenly. “I’m a weak, lousy drunk, Kitty. 
Don’t you think I know that? There isn’t another outfit in 
the trade that would have me. Besides,” he said quietly, 
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“I want to stay near Connie. I want to be here if she 
ever needs . . He looked away from her, but not imtil 
she had seen the tears forming in his eyes. 

Her stomach turned. People stink—all people stink! 

We’re both prostitutes aren’t we, Danny? You and me. 
You in your way, I in mine — we’re both prostitutes! 

She stood up. “I’ll have that drink now, Danny,” she 
said in a tight, clipped voice. 

He smiled wanly. “1 kind of figured you would.” 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 


A Skin You Love To Touch 


H e poured two passes of Scotch and handed one 
to her. She took it and held it out to him. “To a 
happy association, Danny,” she said, “and to things going 
ri^t for you—and yours,” she finished hesitantly. 

“That ITl drink to,” he muttered. He swallowed the 
liquor and grinned sheepishly at her, remarking wryly, “A 
figure of speech, of course.” His smile faded and his voice 
took on petulance. “Damn it, Kitty. I don’t need an 
excuse, rU drink to anything.” 

She sipped her drink and speculated that he was prob¬ 
ably like most alcoholics. Danny recognized his own 
weakness and obviously despised himself for it. Yet he 
kept on drinking, undoubte^y because of a conviction 
that there was no way out of his dilemma and nothing to 
do about his misery except drown it. Somewhere inside of 
him there must be a deep-rooted desire to stop, and Kitty 
wondered if it could be too hopelessly buried beneath the 
debris of his smoldering emotions. 

He was a weak man and, as such, he should have 
aroused in her all the contempt and disdain she felt for 
the very weak. Instead, for some inexplicable reason, she 
found herself wanting to look past his deficiencies—^to see 
him as he must have been before and might be again. 

She went over and picked lip the bottle of Scotch, 
holding it between the fingers of both hands. “I’m no 
moralist, Danny,” she told him, “But . . She grinned 
disarmingly. “We’ve got quite a lot in front of us, at least, 
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I have.” She inserted the cork in the bottle and put it back 
in the drawer of his desk. “Now, can we talk, huh?” 

Lines of irritation showed at the comers of his mouth 
and for a moment she was sure he would open the drawer 
again, but he didn’t. “I thought we made a deal, Kitty?” 

She sat down, leaning forward slightly in the chair. 
“How about giving me a run down on what I might do on 
this job?” she asked evenly. “Up to now, my work has 
been restricted to copy-writing.” 

“Who with?” he queried. 

She registered surprise that he didn’t know and told 
him. She said, “This end of the business will be some¬ 
thing quite new for me, Danny. Fm going to need help. 
How about giving me an assist?” 

He was amused at her attempt to distract his attention 
from the contents of his desk drawer. Women! There was 
something of the reformer in every one of them. 

He swiveled away from his desk, his long legs sprawling 
out in front of him. “Account executives,” he mumbled 
sarcastically. “Surely, I don’t have to tell you what a 
peculiar breed of people we are. You probably know 
that already.” 

In the glossary of advertising, an account executive was 
the liaison between the agency and the client. Very often 
he got to be top man on the agency totem pole because 
of his connection with the big-money client—either by 
marriage or by looser but just as effectual ties. 

It was axiomatic along Ad Alley that if he could make 
a more advantageous deal for himself by the simple 
expedient of moving to another agency, he did so. 

For the next hour Danny gave Kitty a “briefer” course 
in the multi-problems of handling the Green Top Ale 
account. While he talked, he became aware of a gradual 
calming down of his seething emotions. He wondered if 
possibly this girl, upon whom he’d never laid eyes before, 
could ^ the source of his new found sense of peace. 

He pondered the thought for a moment and half-re¬ 
jected it It had been all too easy for him to accept the 
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initial wave of loathing that had swept over him when 
Leslie Coves had first implied his reasons for hiring Kitty. 

By all the rules, he knew that he should hate her now 
as much as he thought he had at first. Instead, he was 
startled to find himself surrendering to the peace that 
seemed to unfold in the mere presence of this woman. 

Kitty wasn’t like the other women he had known. Her 
healthy body didn’t mask a sick mind. Kitty was strong. 
He could sense her strength. 

He glanced at the drawer where Kitty had put the 
Scotch and was surprised when he felt no immediate com¬ 
pulsion to take it out. He explained it satisfactorily enough 
to himself with the reminder that he could always get a 
couple of doubles at lunch. 

“I’m having lunch with Jerry Broder of CJB.S./’ he 
told Kitty. “Do you know him ?*’ 

She shook her head. “I know he’s the program V.P. 
over there, but I’ve never met him .” 

“Come on along, then,” he blurted impulsively. “It’ll 
be a good opportunity for you to learn something about 
Green Top’s radio activities.” 

During the next days, Kitty was kept so busy meeting 
the numerous contacts that she hardly had time to give 
further thought to the exciting idea of Kitty Sanders, Inc. 
Of coxirse, she didn’t forget it. She simply stowed it away 
in a recess of her mind and concentrate on the job at 
hand. 

She soon found out that working with Danny was a far 
cry from sitting at a desk directing a small group of copy¬ 
writers as she had done at Hardwell & Sawyer. This was 
constant activity by day, by night. In addition to the 
other media Green Top used, there were several radio 
and television programs that demanded an almost unend¬ 
ing round of constant supervision and coordination. This 
was exciting and glamorous work, and Kitty loved it. 

Never again did she see even a faint sign of Danny’s 
initial antagonism when she was assigned to his office. 
He seemed so to enjoy having her with him that he took 
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her everywhere and went out of his way to acquaint her 
with the functions of a good account executive. 

As for him, a new kind of calm seemed to pervade his 
daily life, reflected in a cheerfulness that he hadn’t felt in 
months and, without mentioning it, he attributed it solely 
to the influence of his new assistant. 

Moose Willard was amused by Kitty’s reaction to her 
work at Fenton & Coves. He laughed at her for the way 
she threw herself into the rigors of the new job—and was 
totally uninterested in it. He accepted her gratitude and, 
in return, seemed to take savage delight in pressing his 
claims on her with renewed vigor. 

The nights with Moose left her depressed, filled with a 
violent sense of foreboding that she failed to conquer 
completely. Often, after he had left, she lay awake for 
hours, waiting for the morning. There was something 
about the sunshine of each new day that brought with it 
a false brightness. To Kitty, it was a kind of moral 
camouflage for the ugliness of her situation. It lifted her 
spirits until she forgot her aching pride and found it easy 
just to bask in the reflected gUtter of the power and for¬ 
tune that Moose represented. It was in these moments 
that she told herself that what he was giving her was all 
she wanted. 

But it was never enough. She always turned to Winn. 
If she could have him, she believed, she would ask for 
nothing more in the world. If Winn felt anything for her 
he never once told her, never indicated in any way that 
he could reciprocate her love. 

She managed to see him often and they did the town 
together, returning again and again to the little place she 
loved up in Connecticut. When she was with him she was 
happier than she had ever been in her life. Her wanton 
desires and petty ambitions all faded into insignificance 
before the exalted emotion she felt for him, but in the 
midst of her happiness she felt the dull ache of unrequited 
love. 

The few times when the screen slipped from Winn’s 
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carefully guarded eyes, Kitty exulted in the suppressed 
desire that she was sure was plaguing him. When this 
happened it served only to taunt her further. Several 
times her resolve not to give herself to him weakened 
and, if he had made the attempt, she would have let him 
take her. 

In time, her frustration became a terrible monster that 
ripped and tore at her insides like a thing alive. If only he 
would give some sign, some small sign that he cared, even 
a little bit. But he never did. 

One evening, when they were to drive up to the Polka 
Dot, he called for her earlier than she had expected. When 
the buzzer sounded, she had just come out of the shower. 
She finished patting herself dry, slipped on a robe and ran 
to the door. 

When he saw her berobed figure, his eyes flickered over 
her momentarily and then he glanced away. “I guess Tm 
a little early, Kitty,” he said slowly. He looked at his 
watch and, going over to the couch, sat down. “Don’t 
hurry,” he told her, “we’ve got all the time in the world.” 

His calm acceptance ol her like that infuriated her so 
that she wanted to scream at him. She knew that he could 
see every voluptuous line of her beneath the robe. She 
was overwhelmed with a violent desire to tear the cover¬ 
ing from her body and flaunt her nakedness at him. She 
wanted to tempt him until she at last awakened in him all 
the savage lust that she knew could make him her slave. 

In her anger and passion she felt the pain rise within 
her like the pangs of an incurable disease. Winn! Wiim! 
If he’d only take her in his arms just once and tell her all 
the things she wanted so to hear. If he’d give her only the 
slightest sign that he could care for her, she would make 
him her world. The expression on his passive face 
revealed nothing. 

She fought for mastery of herself and had almost suc¬ 
ceeded when suddenly she thought of what Moose would 
have done, and she felt the heat come mto her body. She 
was racked by the torment of h. She saw Winn sitting 
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there on the couch, a man completely calm, in tight con¬ 
trol of his emotions, and then, perhaps because she 
wanted it that way, Winn’s face disappeared and in its 
place she saw Moose—^Moose with his hot, greedy eyes 
and hungry mouth. 

She could feel Moose’s hold on her, could imagine his 
Ups on hers, drinking thirstily, passionately. 

The hot wave roUed over her and she trembled in its 
wake. This wasn’t imagination, this was real . . . real . . . 

She heard his voice whispering to her. It was hoarse 
with bursting passion. “I can’t help it, Kitty. You’re so 
lovely—so lovely that it’s enough to drive a man mad.” 

Oh GodI It wasn’t Moose, it was Wiim . . . Winn! At 
last, at last She felt the sudden fire that caught at her 
throat and she strained against him in desperate surrender, 
her yearning Ups searching for his. 

Then her short-Uved happiness burst like a pimctured 
bubble and her heart broke with it “You’re so lovely .. 
Not a word, not a sign of love—only desire. WLon was 
like the others! He, too, wanted her body, only her body. 

She could have cried aloud with the humiUation of her 
discovery and she crushed the glory of her desire with a 
new-found will power. Furious anger and trembling in¬ 
dignation blotted out the throbbing demand that his kisses 
had created. She wanted only to hurt him. She pushed his 
body away from hers and beat at him with her fists. 

“You bastard!” she cried. She was sobbing within, but 
indignant pride concealed it from Winn’s sight “Get out 
of here! Get out. . . get out. . .” 

His face was suddenly stricken. “Forgive me,” he 
whispered hoarsely. “I beg of you, Kitty, forgive me.” 

She wrapped the robe tightly around her, not aware 
any more t^t the long lines of her limbs, the uptilted 
sweep of her breasts, were outlined clearly for turn to 
see. She was shaking violently, her bosom heaving with 
the fury of her emotion. She lashed him unmercifully 
with her eyes. “Get out!” 

Several times he tried to speak, but the only sound that 
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came from his parched lips was a hoarse, choking noise. 
He turned and walked quickly from her apartment. 

She closed the door, ran into the bedroom and threw 
herself down on the bed, sobbing wildly. Her whole body 
shook with uncontrollable grieL 
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CHAPTER NINE 


Strange Interlude 


W HEN SHE awoke it was dark and the moonlight 
was filtering through the window onto her bed. 
She reached out and turned on the lamp on the night table 
beside her. The bright light, flowing over her, revealed 
her loveliness, but she looked with loathing at the beauty 
of her flesh. 

Her body was the cause of all her trouble. As the 
events of the past few hours flooded her memory, she 
ground her fist against her teeth and, for the first time in 
her life, regretted that men found her so desirable. She’d 
always thought that her seductive beauty was her strength. 
Now she was beginning to imderstand that perhaps it 
was her weakness. 

For a while Kitty couldn’t move. Quiet and tense, she 
lay on her rumpled pillows, surrendering to the raging 
conflict of her thoughts. When she did get up she saw that 
it was nearly midnight and, suddenly, she was struggling 
with an overpowering sensation of loneliness. 

She went into the living room and her gaze swept the 
room—^the atrocious forest green walls, the dismal brown 
carpeting, and the grotesque Ehirand hanging over her 
couch. She wondered how she had ever loved the spectac¬ 
ular reproduction. It was a bore—a splotchy painting of 
meaningless blobs of color. 

Nervously, she jumped to her feet. She couldn’t be 
alone tonight—she just couldn’t At first, she thought of 
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calling Moose, then decided against it Perhaps if she 
got out of the apartment for a while, went for a walk . • • 

She had no patience to dress, so she merely threw on 
a sweater and blue jeans, over which she could wear her 
camel’s-hair topcoat. Too unstrung to bother with her 
usual careful make-up, she added lipstick only and barely 
touched her hair. 

As soon as she got out on the street she felt better— 
freer, lighter. She walked west imtil she came to Fifth 
Avenue. 

The world’s greatest avenue was dark and deserted at 
that time of night. The subdued circles of light coming 
from the street lamps, even when reinforced by the bright 
reflection of the moon, still couldn’t rout the host of black 
shadows. The cavernous stores and small shops, human 
ant hills that teemed by day, now were quiet and empty, 
haunted by the ghosts of tired clerks and the shades of 
tireless customers. 

Kitty wandered along, her hands thrust deep into the 
patch pockets of her coat. Her palms were damp and 
clammy. An occasional car passed and an infrequent bus 
rolled along at a speed that indicated the alienee of 
passengers at that time of night. 

She had left the apartment because she didn’t want to 
be alone. Here she was even more horribly alone. She 
glanced up at the silent canyon of steel and mortar that 
pressed down on her from both sides, and hurriedly she 
crossed the Avenue and walked towards Hmes Square. 

There would be lights and people in Times Square. 
Bright lights that glittered—dull people who didn’t At 
least, she thought, it was better than being by herself. 

When she reached the comer of Broadway, she melted 
into the throng walking up and down. The brilliantly 
lighted street was as crowded as at noontime. Kitty didn’t 
seem to notice the irritable jostling of people rushing and 
pushing in a hurry to go nowhere. She rather welcomed 
it. Perhaps by plimging into the heterogeneous h uman 
tide she might drown her identity, if only for a few hours. 
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Somewhere in the Fifties she got tired of walking, and 
stopped at a small bar just off Seventh Avenue. It was 
dismally lighted in keeping with the prevailing mode of 
bar decor. A highly polished wooden bar occupied an 
entire side of the small room. It extended from the front 
almost all the way to the back. 

On the other side of the room, surrounded by crowded 
two-seater taWes, a sleepy-eyed girl wearing too much 
make-up and too little clothes was sitting on a raised dais, 
playing a piano and singing. A microphone suspended 
over her head vomited her unmusical voice through a 
buzzing loudspeaker into the small room. The raucous 
noise of her so-called singing mingled with the hum of 
people standing two deep at the bar, and Kitty wondered 
why the P.A. system was turned up so loud. Nobody was 
listening. 

A stout man with puffy jowls and squinting eyes saw 
Kitty come into the room. He slid half off the red plastic 
stool-top he’d been squatting on near the door and, 
reaching out, touched her arm. 

“Come on, honey,” he said pleasantly, “You sit here.” 

Kitty was tired and in her present state of mind she 
wasn’t too choosy. Besides, she could see there wasn’t 
another seat anywhere. She squeezed next to a couple 
standing at the bar. They were close together and the 
girl was drunk. 

Kitty moved on to reach the fat man and she was only 
too glad to let him push her into his seat “Thanks,” she 
sighed as she sat down. 

The fat man licked his lips. “Kept it hot, just for you, 
dear,” he chirped. He stood behind her, hollering, “Bar¬ 
tender? Bartender!” He reached across and thumped his 
hand on the bar. “What’ll it be, sugar?” he asked her in 
loud voice. 

“Scotch, please.” She started to open her pocketbook. 

“Oh, no, you don’t,” he growled good-humoredly. “A 
lovely like you ain’t paying for no drink when old Willie’s 
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around.” He thumped on the bar again. “Bartender?” he 
thundered irritably. 

“Now look here, mister . .Kjtty began. 

“Willie, honey—Willie Gresham’s the name.” 

“Well, Willie then. I’m paying for my own drink.” 

*The hell you say, sugar.” He grabbed the handbag 
out of her hand, grinning at her—a fat imp. 

She reached for it. “Please, Willie . . 

He tucked the pocketbook under his arm and put his 
other hand on her, patting her shoulder “My pleasure, 
dear, my pleasure.” 

She shrugged then and, when he gave the bag back 
to her, she let him buy. 

Willie told her that he was a salesman in paper and 
twine. He was only having a few drinks because he was 
lonely. He asked her if she had ever been lonely. She 
didn’t reply. By the time they’d had several more rounds, 
Kitty hardly noticed what an impossible boor he was. The 
fat man talked incessantly, Kitty just listened, his voice a 
fetid drone in her ear. 

As long as she could be with someone, hear voices, and 
be absorbed as an integral part of the group noise, Kitty 
knew that for the moment at least she could stand any¬ 
thing—even Willie Gresham. 

After a while, she felt warm and slipped her coat from 
her shoulders, letting it hang down carelessly in back of 
her. She picked at her sweater, holding it away from her 
perspiring flesh. 

The fat man grinned stupidly and, bending down with 
a grunt, he picked up the part of her coat she wasn’t sit¬ 
ting on and tucked the ends onto her lap—so they 
wouldn’t drag on the floor, he told her. 

He seemed to take a long time completing the gesture, 
his fingers fumbling awkwardly on her denim-covered 
thi ghs . 

Her eyes were stinging from the mist of blue cigarette 
smoke hanging over the bar and she had the light, floating 
sensation that her head and body somehow weren’t con- 
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nected. The fat man straightened up and pushed his fat 
bulk a gains t her side, his fingers playing with the sweater 
that so tightly molded the perfect lines of her shoulders. 

He leaned down. “Let’s get out of here, sugar, huh?” 
he whispered. 

His warm breath in her ear tickled and sent a prickling 
through her body that pleased. She leaned back and looked 
up into his face. It was a mirror that reflected her own 
voluptuousness, and it made her suddenly sick to her 
stomach. 

She stood up and the fat man, misinterpreting her 
movement as a gesture of willingness, slid his hands down 
her shoulders. 

She shivered and pried his hands away, her entire being 
seized with a paroxysm of revulsion at this brazen demon¬ 
stration of what the fat, loathsome stranger thought of 
Kitty Sanders. 

“Pay the man,” she whispered huskily, “I ... I’ll wait 
outside.” 

Kitty felt agonizingly ill and wanted to get outside 
before she threw up. She hunched her coat around her 
and found her way through the door. 

The cool night was a welcome bellows that pumped 
clean, fresh air into her limgs. She went weaving un¬ 
steadily across the street, ignoring traffic. A taxi driver 
blasted his horn as he narrowly missed her and leaned 
out of the cab, cursing at her. 

She walked slowly along Broadway, not quite knowing 
where she was going and not much caring. She just wanted 
to get away. She felt physically ill, with the kind of sick¬ 
ness that wasn’t at all physical and for which she knew 
there was no physical cure. 

She’d just seen a distressing picture of a Kitty Sanders 
she hadn’t known existed, and for the first time she 
commenced to realize the hairbreadth line that separated 
promiscuity and discrimination. The narrowness of the 
chasm appalled her. 

Kitty kept walking until she reached the wide area 
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where Broadway and Eighth Avenue join with Central 
Park. She crossed over and went into the Park. It would 
be cool in the park, dark, and she’d be away from 
people—away from men. 

Only a short time ago she’d hated being alone; she’d 
have done anything to avoid it. Now she craved solitude 
as an addict craved narcotics. 

She was hurt and bewildered, her head still dizzy from 
the liquor she had been drinking. A slight breeze had 
sprung up, fanning the tops of the trees, and it felt good 
against her face. She opened her coat and let it dry her 
perspiring body. Willie Gresham was a pig, she told 
herself as she walked, a sensual pig. All men were sensual 
pigs . . . 

She didn’t notice the thick-set man with the long 
arms, slouching against the concrete wall that marked 
the entrance to Central Park. His small, rolling eyes 
pursued the unsteady figure of the girl as she followed 
the narrow, winding pavement into the deserted park. His 
fingers, limp at his sides, twitched as did the cigarette 
hanging from his lips. 

For a while he didn’t move. Then he dropped the ciga¬ 
rette to the sidewalk, stepped on it with calm deliberation, 
and sauntered slowly into the park. 

Kitty had gone a short distance when she stopped. 
Where was she going? What was she doing here in the 
park at this time of night? She looked around her. The 
bushes lined both sides of the pathway, and the trees 
towered over her like crouching, black monsters ready to 
spring. The breeze bent the branches towards her and 
they groaned in hoarse whispers. 

She shivered. She hadn’t realized that it was so dark 
in there. When she turned around and started back she 
saw the figure of the big man coming toward her, but 
perhaps her senses were still too dulled. When he had 
almost reached her she realized the danger, and her 
stomach went cold with a fear she had never experienced 
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before. Then he was past her and she almost moaned 
aloud with the sharpness of her relief. 

The man turned and seized her before she knew what 
was happening. His big hands held her, one palm clasped 
tightly over her mouth. 

Instinctively she struggled as he dragged her into the 
threatening shadows of the dark bushes, but his fingers 
were cold steel. He threw her to the ground, his hand still 
holding her mouth, and sat on her, both knees pressing 
down on her arms, so she couldn’t move. “I’ll kill you,” 
his hoarse voice croaked, “If you scream, I’ll kill you.” 

Through the thick fog that was swirling around inside 
her brain, she recognized that she was dealing with a 
psycho. He would kill her. To satisfy his insane lust, a 
girl’s life would be nothing to him. He’d probably killed 
already. The thought petrified her. 

She felt the soft, damp grass at her back, and suddenly 
the wild fear went out of her. What difference did it make 
now, anyway? Why should she tempt death? Was she a 
virgin who had never tasted sex? Never experienced the 
brutal demands of the men in the jungle? She had nothing 
to save for a lover—^nothing at aU. 

She stopped struggling and lay stilL 

For a moment the man was confused by the sudden 
change in the girl lying on the groimd. She was strong, 
and yet she didn’t struggle any more. Why didn’t she keep 
struggling as the others had done? He hesitated, imcertain 
as to what he should do. 

Kitty felt his weight lift from her stomach, and when 
he took his big hand away from her mouth she gasped 
in great mouthfuls of air. She heard the hoarse sound of 
his breathing. 

“You scream,” he warned her again, “Fll kill you.” He 
bent over her. “You want good time? Yes? You want 
good time?” 

She started to cry softly as hoarse, animal-like noises 
escaped from his throat. The hard feel of his hands bruis- 
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ing her flesh finally penetrated the smothering fog that 
enveloped her. This was monstrous—lewd—degradingl 
Kitty screamed in a wild soaring cry of what was left 
of her outraged sensibilities. She kicked both feet up into 
him as hard as she could. He fell over backward, cursing 
with pain. She rolled over, scrambling crazily for her 
footing and ran, screaming all the time. 

Kitty didn’t know that the man wasn’t following her. 
Even if she had known, nothing would have been changed. 
She had to keep running—she had to keep screaming. She 
was past all rationalization. 

All her acquired hardness—^the tough, almost shell-like 
armor she had cultivated through the years—faded her 
now. She was just another hysterical gjrL 
A policeman, passing Columbus Circle, heard her 
screams and, running to meet her, caught and held her. 
She beat at him, tearing at his hands in mad fear that 
blinded her to everything but the need to escape from the 
wild beast in the park. 
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CHAPTER TEN 


Avoid Harsh Irritants 


T he policeman insisted that she rest on a bench 
alongside the curb while he ran into the park, with 
drawn gun, searching for her assailant. Kitty obeyed him, 
sitting there tr embling as shock waves of revulsion pounded 
over her. 

Now that she was safe, she could think with sick horror 
of her reaction to the pervert’s attack upon her—could 
recognize only too well the bottomless morass she was 
sinking into. Perhaps that was why she had hoped so 
desperately that Winn would be different. 

Oh God! How she needed Winn now, more than ever. 
If only he hadn’t proved hims elf to be like the rest of 
them! 

She tried to pull herself together. Kitty Sanders was the 
only one who could help her now and she knew that she 
must make the effort. 

A cruising taxi went by. She jumped up, calling to it. 
It stopped with a squealing of brakes and backed up. She 
got in and gave the driver her address. He peered at her as 
she huddled back against the seat cushions and pulled 
her coat tightly arormd her body. The tom cloth exposed 
her thighs, and she was conscious that she was scratched 
and bruised. 

Kitty tried to overcome her nervousness when the hack 
driver kept glancing at her in the mirror. She couldn’t see 
his face properly in the shadows and her eyes constantly 
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searched the street, malang certain'he was going in the 
right direction. 

He went right across Central Park South and when he 
got to Lexington Avenue he turned south. “Relax, lady,” 
he said, “You’ll get there.” She didn’t reply, the tenseness 
still a part of her. He asked. “Is there any thin g wrong, 
lady?” 

**No ... Fm all right.” She knew that her voice was 
shaking. 

His photograph on the hack license told her that he 
wasn’t young—he had white hair. He was probably the 
father of a gjrl her age, she thought. Somehow she 
couldn’t find much comfort in it 

Her rigid nerves held her in a steel grip until he stopped 
the cab in front of her house, and then she discovered 
that she’d lost her handbag back in the Park. 

“All right lady, Fll trust you.” He chuckled dryly. “It’s 
only money.” 

“No, wait m get it for you.” 

She ran into the lobby, borrowed a dollar and a half 
from the night doorman and came back. The driver 
thanked her and asked her if she knew where she’d lost 
her bag, but she’d already turned and gone inside. 

After the doorman let her into her apartment with his 
master key, Kitty threw her coat on a chair and went into 
the bedroom, pulling ofl[ her sweater. Her blue jeans were 
partly ripped off and hanging around her waist She let 
them slide down her legs and stepped out of the pile of 
cloth and sat on the bed examining herselL 

Her white flesh was tattooed with hideous black and 
blue marks, criss-crossed with angry red scratches. She 
wrapped her arms around her shoulders and shivered. 
She was again feeling the madman’s fllthy, raking fingers 
on her body and it made her want to retch. She went 
into the bathroom and was violently sick. 

After a while, she took two sleeping pills and climbed, 
naked, into bed, grateful for the soothing touch of the 
cool, clean sheets. 
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Kitty, Kitty, whafs happening to you? 

Why couldn’t she be normal? Why couldn’t she control 
this wild, insatiable urge to indulge h» cravings? How far 
would she chase the tantalizing willitiy^-thc^wisp? Tonight 
she’d had a glimpse and she thought she' kncw^ Kitty put 
her face into the pillow and wept. 

A trailer truck nearby thundered throng the night, but 
Kitty wasn’t aware of any sound except her'own muffled 
sobbing. Quietly, gently, the drug took hold of her 
battered body and tortured mind, and the fear seeped out 
of her. She fell asleep on a pillow damp with tears. 

She dreamed that she was walking in a jungle. The 
branches of the trees had hands, terrible, clutching hands 
that reached towards her, trying to touch her body. She 
wanted to run away from them, but she was horrified to 
discover that someone was holding her back—^it was her¬ 
self. She was being pulled in two directions at once. She 
was moving frantically forward and getting nowhere. It 
was like being on a treadmill of her own choosing. It 
was both fascinating and frightening at the same time. 

At last she broke away and was able to run, but it 
was too late. There were hands everywhere, men’s hands, 
filthy and clawlike, and they were all around her, reaching 
. • . reaching . . . 

Kitty screamed and awakened, soaked with perspira¬ 
tion, the sheet pasted to her wet body. There was a tight¬ 
ness m her throat that choked her, and she lay there 
gasping with relief that it had been only a nightmare. 

It was eleven o’clock and her bedroom was ablaze with 
the forenoon sun. She got up and took a hot shower, 
the streaming water hurting her body where she’d been 
mauled. Gradually, the soreness left and, as she dried 
herself, she wished that it were that easy to heal the 
abrasions to her spirit. 

She didn’t feel like eating, but she took a strong cup 
of coffee. Afterward, she phoned the office and left word 
that she’d been detained. Danny’s secretary told her that 
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he had just stepped out but that he was most anxious to 
see her—something important had come up. She told the 
girl that she’d be at the office in about an hour. 

She wasn’t in the mood to rush, so she took her time 
getting dressed. She selected a gray pin-stripe suit and 
chose a gay, green cashmere sweater to wear under the 
jacket. Then, in a sudden burst of misery, she threw it 
aside and put on a tailored, white silk blouse. No bright 
banners for Kitty today. No jaunty challenge to the male 
eye. She wanted only the peace of being unnoticed. 

She had just put on her hat when the downstairs buzzer 
sounded. She felt the frightened flutter in her bosom and 
prayed that it wasn’t Moose. Then she realized it couldn’t 
be—he had the key. She wondered who would be calling 
on her at that hoiu. 

He was a young-looking man with old eyes and a hard 
mouth. He asked if she were Kitty Sanders. 

“Yes, I’m she.’’ 

Then she saw the pocketbook under his arm. He held it 
up. “We found it in the park early this morning.” 

“We?” 

“The police, miss.” 

“Oh.” 

“I’m Detective Shallock,” he told her. 

She held the door open. “1 was just leaving, but come 

m. 

He strode into the apartment and handed her the bag. 
‘‘Your card was inside,” he explained. 

She put the bag down on a table without opening it, 
and the detective looked surprised. “Don’t you want to 
see if anything’s missing?” 

She shrugged. “There was nothing valuable in it. "Lip¬ 
stick, compact—a few dollars, I guess.” 

He laughed. “Well—it’s still there anyway.” He peered 
at her closely. “Did he hurt you ... I mean. . .” 

She flushed and shook her head, “I got away.” 

He sat down without being asked. “You were one of 
the lucky ones, miss,” he rasped. He studied her as she 
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backed away and sat down opposite him. He was thinking 
that she probably wouldn’t have admitted being raped 
anyway. Most of them never did, unless they were ex¬ 
tremely young or injured. His eyes swept over her. She 
didn’t appear to be either. He said, *‘I thought you’d like 
to know, we got him, miss.” 

She shuddered but didn’t say anything. 

‘The patrolman, last night, found him hiding in the 
bushes.” He smiled at her grimly. “He’s not very healthy 
this morning, miss, believe me.” 

“I don’t care,” she whispered. Even though she was 
sitting, her knees were a trifle wobbly. “I . • . I don’t 
want to talk about it.” 

T’m sorry to embarrass you, Miss Sanders, he said, 
“But I have to talk about it. Now, if you’ll come down 
with me and prefer charges . . •” 

“No!” 

His face got red. “You must!” 

“Please, officer.” Her voice was shaking. “Please go 
away and leave me alone.” 

He stood up, clenching his fist. “Damn it, miss. We 
can’t hold him if you won’t help us. If you people won’t 
help us convict these birds, how are we going to clean the 
place up?” 

“I don’t care. I just want to forget it.” 

His keen eyes raked her, and then his voice softened. 
“We’ll keep your name out of it,” 

“No! He didn’t hurt me, just a few bruises . • 

“The next one may not be so lucky,” he growled. She 
shrugged and didn’t speak. “Perhaps next time,” he 
grated, “he’ll kill his victim. This kind always ends up 
that way.” 

She stood up, feeling chilly. “That will be her tough 
luck,” she remarked coldly. 

He glared at her and turned away. Then he spun back. 
“To hell with the other fellow, is that it? As long as you’re 
okay, to hell with the next poor devil.” His hard eyes 
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lashed her. “The experience certainly didn’t seem to 
bother you very much,” he grated sarcastically. 

“Get out!” 

He walked angrily over to the door and opened it, then 
stood there with one hand on the knob. “When you go 
strolling in the park at three a.m., sister, you’re asking 
to be raped.” 

She had the sensation of being plunged into ice water. 
Her eyes flashed. “You’re insulting,” she hissed stiffly. 

He looked as though he wanted to say something more, 
but changed his mind and stalked out into the hall, 
slamming the door behind him. 

Her nerves were so raw that she poured out a drink of 
Scotch and took it neat. It didn’t seem to help—so, before 
she left, she took another. On the way to the ofl5ce, she 
thought she understood some of the inner drive that went 
toward making an alcoholic. 

When she got to the agency, Danny was all smiles. She 
thought his eyes looked clearer than they had been in 
days, and she found herself hoping that perhaps he wasn’t 
drinking as much as usual. He jumped up impatiently, as if 
he had been waiting. 

“Come on, Kitty,” he bubbled, “I’ve got something to 
show you.” He took her hand and pulled her towards the 
door, then searched her face, sensing her upset nerves. It 
served to dampen his enthusiasm a trifle. “What’s wrong, 
Kitty? Anything the matter?” 

She shook her head. “No.” 

He opened the door to the oflBce next to his. “Here’s 
where you’re going to be,” he told her. He grinned 
broadly, pushing her inside. “Old Man Coves fixed it up 
for you.” 

The large room had formerly been shared by four of 
the secretaries; now there was just one desk in the comer. 
Kitty glanced around, smiling. The walls were freshly 
painted and the carpeting and furniture were new. It 
must have been done last night, after hours, she thought. 
Thinking of last night brought other vivid pictures before 
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her mind’s eye, and she had to shake her head vigorously 
to chase them away. Danny took the gesture to be one 
of complete surprise. 

“Who’s idea was this?” Kitty asked, and by his pleased 
expression she knew that it was all Danny’s doing. 

She went over and looked at the arrangement of freshly 
cut flowers on her new desk. She extracted the small card 
from the envelope. It was signed with Danny’s name. 

He grinned at her and held out his hand but she ignored 
it and, putting her arms around him, she kissed him on 
the lips. “You’re quite a guy, Danny,” she murmured 
softly. 

He made no attempt to hold or to press his advantage. 
He rubbed his hands together. “Now, Miss Sanders,” he 
said in mock formality, “If you’ll join me in my oflflce, 
we’ll drink to a couple of damned good account execs, 
huh?” 

Back in his oflSce, she watched him take two stifl[ drinks 
one after the other, while she sipped at the glass he’d 
poured for her. She was conscious of a keen sense of 
disappointment, and she realized that she had been hop¬ 
ing that perhaps he wasn’t drinking quite as heavily as 
usual. 

As the days rolled by, she worked more closely than 
ever with him. She saw him drinking steadily and dis¬ 
covered that, in spite of the subtle pressure she tried to 
exert upon him, she hadn’t the slightest influence. Kitty 
thought it was like watching an older brother slowly drink 
himself to death. 

“If only something could be done, Miss Sanders,” Mr. 
Coves’ secretary remarked to her one day. “He’s such a 
fine man and he won’t stop until he hits the skids.” 

“He has to want to stop before anybody can help him,” 
Kitty told her. 

The small, brunette girl blinked her lashes. “It hurts,” she 
whispered. “If only I could do something,” she murmured. 

Kitty glanced sharply at her and the secretary looked 
away quickly, biting her lips. This Lois Butler’s an cx- 
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ceptionally pretty girl, Kitty thought, and there was more 
than impersonal interest. 

Lois must have sensed that, in her poignant concern for 
Danny, she had unwittingly revealed a part of herself that 
she wanted to keep hidden. She had a vague feeling that 
it wouldn’t do Lois Butler any good for Kitty Sanders to 
know how she felt about Danny Smythe. But already 
Kitty was thinking of other things. 

For a short time after her experience in the park, she 
had held Moose Willard at arm’s length, making varying 
excuses, first for her unwillingness to allow him to touch 
her, and then for her lack of response when he did. For 
a while she had wondered if she ever would feel the same 
wild abandon that he had been able to incite in her 
whenever he had made love to her before. 

She couldn’t shake the squeamish feeling that from 
now on every man’s fingers upon her body would belong 
to the madman in the park. The thought haunted her 
constantly, and she was horrified and ashamed. 

Sometimes she wished that she could live the rest of 
her life apart from men—yet knew how utterly impossible 
that would be for Kitty Sanders! 



CHAPTER ELEVEN 


Pour la Sport 


M oose was not the man to be put off, and before 
long Kitty threw herself into her relationship with 
him more vigorously than ever before. In the strength and 
safety of his arms she could forget the searing scar Winn 
had branded on her soul. In Moose’s arms she could forget 
everything . . . except Winn. 

Her heart cried out for the one man who could give 
her contentment and peace of mind—but he didn’t love 
her. Hadn’t he proved that? All he wanted was her body. 
She tried to smother her longing for him in Moose’s 
greedy desire, but it was no use. 

Gradually, Kitty became aware of a change in herself. 
In spite of the desire Moose still aroused in her, she 
became bored with him. Perhaps if he’d take her out once 
in a while, she could overcome some of the psychological 
suffocation of being practically a prisoner. 

But even that didn’t help. Moose began to take her 
around town but it was as if he wanted to show her off to 
his friends as a prized possession. Kitty resented it. She 
cared nothing for the t^ that might go on about him, 
or even his wife—it was Kitty Sanders she was interested 
in. 

Always she had contrived to keep wearing the cloak of 
respectability, regardless of what lay underneath, and 
now Moose wanted to deprive her of even that. 

At first, he took her to Madison Square Garden on fight 
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nights where his corporation televised the card twice a 
week. Then the wrestiing matches at the Grove; the ball 
games, the track, sporting events televised and broadcast 
for Green Top Ale. 

With more than a full-time job as juxiior account execu¬ 
tive at the agency, and Moose’s widening demands upon 
her, Kitty was caught up in a mad whirl of activity that 
kept her so busy she almost didn’t have time to think of 
Winn at all—almost 

It was the nights alone that she couldn’t stand. It was 
on those long, lonely eternities between evening and 
morning that she ran the cruel gamut of tortured yearn¬ 
ings^—calling Winn’s name over and over again as she 
sobbed herself to sleep. 

In spite of a constantly growing revulsion towards 
Moose’s attentions, Kitty closed her eyes and deadened 
her conscience, plunging ahead cravenly. She was con¬ 
scious only that if she could keep doing this, she might 
eventxially forget Winn. 

Then one night at the Garden she saw him. 

Winn was sitting at ringside about a dozen seats away 
from her. When he finally did see her, she observed how 
his eyes came alive in a burst of joy and, for a moment, 
as she noticed the slight start of his body, she thought he 
was going to get up and come over. 

Then his gaze shifted from her to Moose and he settled 
back in his seat. He smiled at her, his generous lips fram¬ 
ing her name in silence. She felt the pulse in her throat 
dance, but deliberately she turned away, slipping her hand 
through the crook of Moose’s arm. Her gesture was meant 
to hurt—^to convey to Wiim that she had no further 
interest in him. If she succeeded he gave no sign. 

While they were waiting for the main bout to go on. 
Moose took her over to talk to Green Top’s TV super¬ 
visor. Then they were interviewed on the air by Buzz 
Chalmers. It was a part of the careful pretense in which 
he indulged her when they appeared in public together. 

Just before the fight started, Kitty glanced at Winn. 
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His face bore the twisted expression of a man in pain and, 
while she had wanted to hurt him, she discovered now 
that it was giving her no pleasure at all. 

Between rounds when the house lights came on, Kitty 
repeatedly found her eyes drawn to Winn. Suddenly she 
found she couldn’t stand it any longer. 

She tugged at Moose’s arm. “Come on, I want to go.” 

“Are you crazy? This is a damned good fight.” 

Kitty didn’t think so. The sight of two grown men 
beating each other’s brains out had somehow lost its 
appeal for her. When Moose had taken her to the fights 
for the first time, she had felt a tingling sense of excite¬ 
ment which had intensified until she was left shaking and 
limp. Now, a bout only disgusted her. 

She sat there slumped in her seat, engulfed by a tidal 
wave of screams coming from the throats of men and 
women on all sides of her. She wondered what Winn was 
doing and tried to peer across the darkened area—^but she 
couldn’t see him. 

The bout ended in a one-punch knockout in the fifth 
round, and the winner danc^ gleefully around the ring 
until the referee raised his arm high in the air. The vic¬ 
torious negro fighter was streaming blood from a badly 
battered face, but if his bruised body felt pain he didn’t 
register it. His grin was triumphant. “To the victor . . .” 

Kitty saw Winn get up and start to move towards her. 
Her heart fluttered so violently that she felt dizzy. She 
pulled at Moose. “Come on,” she urged, “Let’s go now.” 

“Damn!” Moose growled. “What are you so jittery 
about?” 

“I’m not,” she retorted. “It’s . . . just that it’s close in 
here.” 

She thought she heard Winn call her name, but she paid 
no attention, hurrying Moose along, anxious to get out¬ 
side. Kitty didn’t want these two to meet, and she was 
relieved when they got into a taxi and drove away from the 
empty Garden before Winn could reach her. 

They had just gotten back to the apartment when the 
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phone rang. Even before she picked it up she knew it was 
Winn. “Kitty,” his urgent voice came to her, “I must see 
you.” 

She glanced quickly at Moose. He was walking toward 
the bathroom, and she waited until the door closed be¬ 
fore answering Winn. “I don’t want to see you,” she made 
herself say. 

“I must!” he said huskily. “All this time Fve wanted to 
call you, Kitty. I’ve won^red if you’ve forgiven me— 
what you were doing, thinkin g . . .” 

She moaned silently. “It’s too late, Winn.” 

‘Too late! Good Lord, Kitty, it’s never too late for the 
way I feel about you. I’m coming up.” 

“No!” she cried hoarsely. 

“Yes, I must—don’t you understand?” 

“No, no!” She glanced wildly toward the closed door. 
“I beg of you, Wmn, don’t come, don’t.. .” 

He was puzzled and she could sense it in his momentary 
silence. Then he whispered, “I’ve been a fool to wait so 
long, Kitty. When I saw you tonight I realized I can’t go 
on like this.” 

Kitty was crying softly, trying not to let him hear it 
After all she had suffered, he was telling her at last that 
he cared. Now, when it was almost too late, Witm 
cared . . . 

“Kitty? Are you stiff there?” 

“Yes, Winn,” she answered softly, “Tm stiff here.” 

“Let me come up, Kitty, please—I can’t tell you what 
I want to over the telephone. Please let me come up.” 

Her pulses beat madly. “No, Wiim.” Again she glanced 
fearfully toward the bathroom. “I’ll caff you, Wimi,” she 
murmured, “tomorrow.” 

“Kitty,” his husky voice whispered, “Tonight I learned 
something.” He started to laugh nervously. “I’ve been 
fighting it, Kitty, I’ll be honest about it. But . . . but 
... well. I’m nuts about you,” he blurted out 

“Winn, not now,” she pleaded, and he could hear the 
break in her voice. “Please. Please, Wirm, good night” 
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When she hung up she was trembling so that she 
couldn’t get up. Moose came into the room and looked at 
her intently. “Who was that on the phone?” he queried 
harshly. 

She shrugged, trying to calm herself. “Oh, nothing im¬ 
portant.” 

He cleared his throat and she saw the dark doubt spread 
across his face. “Look, Kitty,” he greeted, ‘Tm not being 
suspicious, but I want to Imow. Was that a man on the 
phone?” 

She laughed at him apprehensively. “Don’t be a fool.” 

He went up to her and grabbed her arms in his big 
bands, his hard eyes peering at her through slitted lids. 
“So help me, God,” he hissed, “If you’re on with some¬ 
one else, rU kill you.” 

His intensity frightened her. She’d never seen him act 
like this before. She pried at his steel fingers. “Moose!” 
she cried. “You’re hurting me!” 

He held on to her. “You’re mine, Kitty,” he said 
fiercely, “You belong to me. I won’t have another man 
touch you while you’re mine.” He let go of her suddenly. 
“I want that perfectly clear, Kitty, once and for all.” 

She was furious at his open declaration of ownership, 
but her sudden fear of him swallowed up her anger. She’d 
always known that Moose was a vicious man widi a broad 
streak of cruelty in him . He was quite capable of ruining 
men in cold blood, but never had she seen this side of 
him before. Now, looking into his eyes, she saw clearly 
that, if provoked, there was murder in him—^murder and 
perhaps worse. 

She rubbed her arms where his fingers had gripped. 
“I’m tired,” she aimounced flatly, “Do you mind?” 

He flushed angrily. Hadn’t she learned yet that he was 
the one to do the dismissing? He said, “I’m sorry if I hurt 
you.” He put his arms around her, brushing aside her 
attempt to repulse him. “You’re so goddamned beautiful, 
Kitty, that I . . .” 

She shuddered. “Please, Moose!” 
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He leaned down and put his mouth on the soft hollow 
of her throat. “You’re my girl, Kitty,” he whispered. 

His lips were hot and she tried to push him away. He 
bound her to him with one arm, the other hand holding 
her face up towards him. It was useless to struggle—^he 
was too strong. His burning mouth found hers and she 
hated him for what he was doing. His hands were all over 
her. 

She moaned. “No, no—don’t, don’t.. 

She could hear Winn’s voice ringing in her ears, and she 
couldn’t bear Moose touching her—evoking sensations 
that she couldn’t believe possible at such a moment. She 
twisted and writhed, sobbing into his lips, terrified because 
she couldn’t control the rising heat within her. She didn’t 
want it—^not any more, not after what Winn had told her. 
She couldn’t. She’d despise herself. 

Moose, interpreting her protests as attempted punish¬ 
ment for his brutality, increased the violence of his caress¬ 
es. She had challenged him and he would have her now 
at any cost. She fought him and the spreading hre in her 
beUy, praying that she wouldn’t be consumed—wouldn’t let 
him t^e her. Not now. Oh God, not nowl 

Relentlessly he kept on until passion, tearing at her with 
demanding talons, ripped away the last shred of her re¬ 
sistance. When Moose picked her up she cried aloud and 
flung her arms around him, hugging his big body. She 
could hardly wait. 

A short time later, Kitty lay in bed staring stonily up 
at the ceiling. She was dry-eyed, but her whole body was 
crying. She felt like a woman ravished and she hated her¬ 
self more than the big man next to her. If only she could 
have resisted—if he’d taken her body by force. Neither 
had happened. She had responded as violently as always 
to Moose’s flerce demands. 

She lay there exhausted, hopelessly lost in the shifting 
sands of her conflicting emotions. Kitty knew then that 
she would never change! 

She twitched nervously when the door buzzer sounded. 
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• • • 


please don’t let it be 


Dear God, don’t let it be Winn 
Winn! 

“Who in hen is that?” Moose rumbled sleepily. He 
turned over heavily on his side. “Let ’em buzz their 
damned fool heads off,” he growled. 

“No. I’ll—ra answer it.” 

She got out of bed and, snatching up her robe, she 
flung it on, tying it tightly around her naked waist. She 
went into the living room, whispering to herself that it 
mustn’t be Winn—and knowing that it would be. She 
pressed the dowstairs button and waited, praying silently. 
She opened the door when she heard the elevator come 
up. 

“Kitty!” Winn breathed when he saw her. “I tried to 
wait, but I can’t... I just can’t . . .” 

She stood there with the door slightly ajar, barring the 
way. “You shouldn’t have come,” she groaned, “I told 
you not to come.” 

“I tried, Kitty, I really tried to wait until tomorrow ...” 

“Please go. I beg of you, go!” Her eyes were wild with 
the fear that Moose might come out. If Winn knew that 
he was in there . . . Kitty trembled at the thought. 

Winn construed her nervousness and the urgency of her 
voice as desperate fear that perhaps, if he came in, 
neither of them could be able to retain control. “I’ll go, 
Kitty,” he murmured, “Don’t be upset, I’U go—^but let 
me tell you one thing first? I love you, Kitty—I love you 
so much that I . . .” 

She started to cry. “Winn! Winn!” she mumbled. “Oh, 
my God, Winn!” 

Instead of embracing her, he caressed her face tenderly. 
“Good-night, honey,” he whispered. 

Kitty thought that she’d never known such sweetness in 
all her life. 

“Kitty!” Moose’s deep voice roared from behind the 
bedroom door. “Where are you?” 

A mufiSed sob escaped her and she jammed her fist 
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against her gaping mouth, trying to stifle the terrible cry 
of anguish that rose to her lips. 

All the blood seemed to drain out of Winn’s face, his 
pained eyes refusing to accept the evidence of his own 
ears. His mouth gasped open but no sound came. Then 
his hand pushed her away from the door and he strode 
past her, flinging open the door to the bedroom. 

Moose rolled over in bed, fastening his furious gaze on 
the face looking in at him. “What in hell’s going on here?” 
he yelled. “Who are you?” 

Winn stood staring at the man in Kitty’s bed. His 
stomach turned and he felt sick. He slammed the door 
closed in an effort to obliterate a sight he would remember 
for the rest of his life. 

Kitty was crying. “If you could only understand—oh, 
if you could only understand! Please try to understand, 
Winn!” 

He hit her in the face with his open hand. “You cheap 
tramp!” he choked, “You dirty, rotten, cheap tramp!” 
The sob in his throat strangled him, and he turned and 
ran from the apartment. 

Kitty heard his footsteps reverberating on the empty 
staircases as he tore blindly down the steps. Then the 
sound faded away, and Kitty knew that she had lost her 
last, her only chance for salvation. 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 


In Conference 


M oose came roaring out of the bedroom like a 
maddened bull. He grabbed her arms, his eyes wild 
with anger and suspicion. He shook her so viciously that 
her head bobbed from side to side. “Who was that fat¬ 
head?” he yelled. Tell me, you little bitch, who was he?” 
What could she tell him? What? 

She was a pathetic figure buried under the heartbreaking 
debris of a world that had collapsed around her. A tick 
of the clock had made shambles of the beautiful dream she 
had dreamed. The pain she felt was made doubly un¬ 
bearable by the knowledge that she needed Moose now 
more than ever. This animal who was hurting her and 
calling her names was her last bulwark against the yawning 
chasm she knew lay beyond. She must hold on to him— 
to alienate Moose was to sacrifice all the material things 
she had striven for in her precious “jungle.” 

What could she tell him indeed? 

Tell him that Winn is the man you love, Kitty, the one 
you*d give your soul to have. Go on, Kitty my girl, tell 
him how, when you heard Winn confess his love for you, 
your stupid little heart sang with the pure joy that belongs 
to the virgins. Go on tell him, Kitty. He won't laugh — 
much! 

“You’re hurting me—you’re hurting me!” she cried. 

He seemed to realize what his fingers could do to her 
and he let go, but he held her with his burning eyes. 
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She walked past Moose and went into the bedroom. He 
followed and watched her pick up her underthings and 
start towards the bathroom. She couldn’t bear being in the 
same room with him now without her clothes on. 

He reached out and grabbed her hand, whirling her 
against the bed. The side of the mattress hit the back of 
her legs and buckled her knees, throwing her down on 
the bed. 

“Goddamn you,” he shouted, “I asked you who it was.” 

“Leave me alone,” she groaned. 

‘Tell me, tell me!” He started to slap her face and she 
threw herself from side to side, struggling to get away 
from the heavy hand that was hurting her. She couldn’t 

When she began to cry he stopped hitting her. For a 
while he didn’t move, and the heavy sound of his labored 
breathing mingled with her sobs. Then he reached down 
and covered her shaking body with a blanket. He lay down 
next to her and captured her cold hands. “I didn’t want to 
hit you . . .” 

After a while she stopped crying. “You shouldn’t have 
done that,” she muttered bitterly. 

“I told you, I didn’t want to hurt you, but that man .. 
He turned his head and looked at her. “Tell me now, 
who was he?” 

She told him, adding, “You didn’t have to hit me, there 
was no reason. He’s never laid a finger on me, I swear it.” 

He sighed heavily and there was jealous relief in his 
eyes. “Damn you, if I ever find out that you . . .” 

“It’s the truth. Moose, so help me.” Her eyes, wide 
open now, gazed directly into his. “I swear it. I’ve seen 
him a few times, yes. I did like him, but . . .” Cravenly, 
she rolled over towards him until her warmth touched him. 
“I belong to you. Moose,” she breathed softly, “I wouldn’t 
two-time you.” 

He reached for her roughly. “I warned you before,” he 
hissed. “If I ever catch you playing around, I’ll beat the 
hell out of you.” 
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From then on Kitty was determined to drive Winn from 
her mind. If he’d really loved her he would have tried to 
understand, made some effort. She remembered only that 
he had branded her with the name she hated. 

Typically, she brushed aside the terrible pain that must 
have been in his heart when he walked into her bedroom 
and saw Moose lying there. Typically, Kitty reasoned that 
if he really cared, Winn should have tried to understand. 

It wasn’t easy after that; she wasn’t without her agonized 
moments. There were times when, despite her struggle to 
forget the dream she had herself destroyed, Winn’s face, 
his soft voice, filled her being so completely that she 
thought she’d go mad. The longing came in sweeping waves 
that mercifully didn’t last; they washed over her, each one 
lessening in its savage intensity. 

As the weeks flew by and she tried to adjust herself to 
life without the man who was her life, gradually Kitty 
changed. She was only half alive and her awareness of it 
filled her with a hollow bitterness. 

Moose possessed her as jealously and as completely as 
before. If he noticed the new, wild abandon with which 
she threw herself into her affair with him, he said nothing 
about it—he wouldn’t have cared in any case. 

Danny Smythe was the one, perhaps the only one besides 
herself, who saw what was happening to her, and for a 
long time he said nothing. Then one afternoon when they 
were preparing for the monthly meeting at Green Top, he 
said, “Something has happened to you, Kitty.” 

She laughed to conceal her shock and bitterness at 
discovering that what she had thought well hidden was so 
evident to this man. 

He didn’t smile and, ignoring her attempt at levity, he 
said, “Don’t joke. You know what I mean.” 

She bit her lips. “Do I?” 

“You’re getting hard, Kitty.” His eyes were speaking 
a language she didn’t understand, or didn’t want to. “I 
liked you better the other way,” he said. 

97 



She tried to change the subject. “I wonder what they’ll 
look up for us to scramble our brains on at this meeting. 
A new campaign, maybe?” 

He shrugged. “Does it make a difference? Moose Willard 
decides those things, he always decides. The others just 
hang their heads and say, yes sir.” 

“Even as you and I, Danny boy,” she interjected. 

“Damn it, yes.” 

She shot a curious glance at him. This was the first time 
Danny displayed open resentment at being one of Moose’s 
puppets. Perhaps, she reflected, she wasn’t the only one 
who had changed. 

As though her thoughts had reached out and put him 
back on his earlier course, he said, “Listen, Kitty, I don’t 
know what’s happened to hurt you, but whatever it is, 
you’re getting as hard as nails.” He smiled wanly, “I don’t 
like it.” 

“Danny,” she replied irritably, “you’re a fool.” 

He was being a little ridiculous, she mused. What did 
he think she was, some little greenhorn? A girl had to be 
hard to survive the jungle and the animals in it. If she 
weren’t, how could she stand it? Only now, apparently, 
she wasn’t doing so well at masking her true feelings. 

“What the hell,” he muttered, “I know it’s none of my 
business.” He looked away, then turned back and looked 
right at her. “I’m not trying to treat you like a little girl, 
Kitty. Hell, I know you’ve been around—” 

He paused and suddenly blurted out, “Look, Kitty, I 
guess it’s no secret that I like you. You must know it. 
Whatever it is that’s doing this to you, or, more bluntly, 
whoever it is, 1 don’t like it Good God, Kitty, no man’s 
worth it!” 

She wanted to burst out laughing. Danny was jealous! 
He was a fool. She wondered how he’d feel if he knew 
that the man who provoked his jealousy was Moose! She 
had a mad impulse to tell him, and bit it back in a wave 
of shame. She reminded herself that ever since she had 
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been working with Danny she had gloried in his ignorance 
of her affair with his brother-in-law. She had congratulated 
herself on having completely erased his first impression of 
her and was gratified by his unspoken but evident regret 
for having misjudged her. So sure was Kitty of his trust in 
her that she had felt he would even champion her against 
any of the rumor-mongers. 

Now she didn’t want Danny to know the truth for 
another and entirely new reason. She didn’t want to hurt 
him. He’d suffered enough already. 

She realized that whenever she thought of Danny these 
days it was with a sense of sympathy, coupled with an 
urgent compulsion to help in some way to overcome his 
terrible weakness. 

She got out of the chair and walked over to his desk. 
*'Don*t like me, Danny,” she said quietly. 

“Kittyl” There was pain in his voice. 

‘T mean it, Danny. I swear I mean it. Don’t like me 
so much.” She turned away from him and looked out of 
the window. She couldn’t explain this, her surrender to 
the sudden overpowering impulse to steer him away from 
her. 

Inexplicably she thought of Winn. The softness bloomed 
in her face and the depth of her undying love for him 
welled into a mist that clouded her eyes. This was his 
doing; some of his honesty, his cleanness, manifested in 
her. Then she remembered the words he had flayed her 
with that night in her apartment, and her tenderness was 
drowned in a rush of fury. 

She turned around. Danny was standing behind her, his 
face reflecting what he wanted to say to her, but the look 
in her eyes stopped him. 

She slid away from him and moved to the door that led 
into her office. 

“I meant what I said, Danny,” she told him steadily. 
Her voice was kind but firm. “You must believe what I 
told you.” 
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She went into her office and, as the door closed behind 
her, she saw him take the bottle of Scotch out of his desk 
and put it before him. 

There*s nothing you can do about that, Kitty, nothing. 

The meeting with Moose and his staff was a carbon copy 
of the others she had attended. He was as cold-blooded 
and brutal as usual in his rejection of any suggestion that 
didn’t follow the line of his own thinking. Kitty couldn’t 
help wondering, as she sat there, why any one of them both¬ 
ered to advance ideas that didn’t have a chance of jelling. 

Leslie Coves, Daimy and she represented the agency. 
Norm Frankel, director of advertising for Green Top, was 
there with his two assistants. She had taken a dislike to 
Frankel almost from the be^nning. She had noticed that 
this sallow-faced little man with the straight black hair 
and beady eyes had a penchant for listening to everybody’s 
opinion before committing himself. Kitty had thought that 
it was as transparent as it was calculated, but it hadn’t 
taken her long to observe that nobody else seemed to be 
aware of it. Norm Frankel very conveniently managed to 
always line up on the side charted by his boss. 

Moose had raised the issue of retrenchment. The general 
thinking in the trade had been gradually swinging towards 
a drastic cutback on radio expenditures in favor of TV. 
Moose, himself, had seemed to be going along with the 
tide; now he reversed himself. He suggested not only pick¬ 
ing up the tab on all radio programs up for renewal, but 
also an expansion of expenditure radio-wise. 

He asked for comments. 

One of Frankel’s assistants spoke up to remind the 
meeting that B. & G. had just decided to pull out of four 
night-time radio slots on CBS. “I hear there’ll be others,” 
he said, as if he were in the know. 

Leslie Coves nodded his head and was about to speak 
but, catching the cold glare in Moose’s eyes, he said 
nothing. 

“Is that so?” Moose grunted. He fixed an annihilating 
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gaze on the young man who had spoken. “What,” he 
snapped crisply, “does B. & G. sell, young man?” 

The assistant to the ad director look uncomfortable. 
“Soap, Mr. Willard,” he replied in a subdued voice. 

“What do we seU?” 

“Ale, sir.” It was almost a whisper. 

“What else?” 

“Beer, Mr. WiUard.” 

“How clever of you to remember, young man,” Moose 
said. His voice hissed like a spray of liquid gas, freezing 
the atmosphere and making it brittle. “Now tell me,” he 
rasped sarcastically, “What in hell has soap got to do 
with ale and beer?” 

The unfortunate assistant started to reply, to defend 
himself. Then, as if he recognized his danger, he changed 
his mind and surrendered abjectly. “Nothing, sir,” he 
mumbled softly. 

Moose glanced belligerently around him, seeming un¬ 
happy that he could exploit his hapless victim no further. 
He leaned back in his chair. Perhaps there were some 
other suggestions that one of them might want to bring 
before the meeting? 

Kitty thought that their muteness before him was ludi¬ 
crous. Danny cleared his throat and it sounded loud in 
the embarrassed silence that held the room in its grip. 
She looked up nervously. No, Danny, no! 

“If you really want my opinion,” Danny began . . . 

“I don’t!” Moose snapped viciously. “When I want it 
ril ask for it.” 

Danny was pale, trembling with angry indignation. “Just 
a minute . . .” he protested. 

Moose slammed his fist down on the desk top. It made 
such a noise that Kitty jumped. “Mr. Smythe,” Moose’s 
blatant voice said. “We are discussing advertising media 
as applied to the selling of ale and beer. When we get 
to Scotch,” he hissed cruelly, “perhaps then you might 
have some opinion to add.” 
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Danny’s white face twitched furiously. He started to 
get to his feet. Moose glared at him, his eyes cold, cruel. 
The account executive dropped his glance and huddled 
back in the chair, his lips moving but no sounds coming 
from them. 

It was horrible. Kitty looked away, trying not to see 
the expression on Danny’s desperate face, but she couldn’t 
help herself. What she saw filled her with a cold fury 
at this deliberate humiliation of a fellow human being. 
It was like being present at an execution—a witness at 
the death of a man’s character. 

Why did he take it? Why did anyone allow himself to 
be treated in this contemptuous manner? 

She writhed. Nobody could treat her like that, she 
wouldn’t stand for it. These weren’t men, these were 
servants, obsequious robots held in bondage by the 
chains that bound them to their jobs. 

Moose pointed to the secretary’s notebook containing 
the rough draft of the plan that he had dictated. He put 
both hands on his desk, his gaze sweeping the room. “Do 
we agree, gentlemen and Miss Sanders?” 

He went down the roll, calling out their names one 
by one. They all agreed. 

If only someone would have the guts to say no. Kitty 
herself could have made some suggestions that would 
be of infinite value to Green Top. For instance, she 
thought, it was about time the corporation wooed the 
women. A program pointed at the housewives . . . 

Moose’s strident voice called the last name on the 
list of those present. “Miss Sanders?” 

... a program pointed at the housewives would . . . 

Kitty looked into those steely eyes He was smiling at 
her—a smile that dared her—and she discovered that 
this was a Moose she hadn’t known before. She heard a 
scared little voice say, “Yes”—and recognized it as 
her own. 

The others nodded at her. They seemed to be saying, 
“Welcome.” 
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Now she realized just how much of herself she had 
lost to this cold purveyor of humiliation. She was like 
the rest of them, fettered by a common bond that made 
her another of the poor devils salaaming to an ego which 
controlled their minds as well as their bodies. 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


Custom Built Body 


A S THE meeting broke up, Danny kept his eyes 
averted, his whole demeanor crying out the pain of 
his brutal humiliation. Watching him, Kitty felt pity tug at 
her. She had never felt this way before about any man, and 
it stirred her. She wanted to go to him, hold his hand, 
maybe just sit and talk with him. 

She walked toward him, suddenly anxious to be at his 
side. When he saw her approaching, he turned and moved 
quickly away from her. She watched him open the door 
and disappear into the outer office. She ran after him, 
catching up with him in the corridor waiting for the eleva¬ 
tor. 

Kitty didn’t speak at first, just stood there close to him. 
She saw his face, twisted, distorted, as he fought with him¬ 
self for control of his emotions. He glanced at her, a 
frightened expression touching his face. 

Finally, he turned and faced her. “For God’s sake, 
Kitty,” he muttered. He sounded choked. “A man has to 
be alone .. His voice broke in half and his words trailed 
off. 

She moved closer to him and hooked her fingers around 
his arm. “No,” she said firmly. “A man doesn’t have to be 
alone.” 

She knew he would head straight for the nearest bar and, 
after Moose’s degrading treatment of him, she couldn’t find 
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it in herself to condemn him. While he was drunk he 
would forget. 

Perhaps she should stay with him awhile. “Buy me a 
drink, Danny,” she murmured evenly. 

His glance searched her eyes. “You heard what the man 
said, Kitty,” he rasped. Then he blurted out, “My God, 
what are you hanging around for?” 

Kitty knew he was hurt, not angry. 

“Not pity, for God’s sake, not pity,” he breathed hoarse¬ 
ly, “I couldn’t take that from you.” 

“Oh, shut up,” she said. Her free hand patted his; she 
was smiling invitingly. “Well? Are you going to buy me 
that drink or not?” 

He stole a glance at her face and was satisfied with what 
he saw there. His hand tightened on hers as the elevator 
doors slid open. “Come on,” he said quietly. 

They went to a small bar on Cortlandt Street, just 
around the comer from Moose’s offices. Danny seemed to 
think it was like thumbing his nose at the jailer. It perked 
him up, in a sense, just to walk into the place. 

They sat on leather-topped stools and looked out of the 
window because he liked to watch the people passing by. 
He said it made him feel that he was never alone, that out 
there in the milling throng there were others like himself. 

“I suppose,” he said, “It’s a complex with me, a crazy 
idea that I can lose my troubles in the knowledge that 
others are suffering, too.” His eyes flicked at her face. 
“You don’t understand why I take what 1 do from Moose, 
do you?” 

Her eyes widened in surprise that he had read her mind. 
“No,” she answered franldy, “I don’t.” Then she added 
quickly, “I suppose, in a way, perhaps I do. Anybody who 
has to work for a living knows that ‘yessing’ is an economic 
necessity. The people around Moose Willard know that 
salaaming to him means holding on to their precious jobs. 
But with you, Danny, it must be more than that, it has 
to be. Why must you go on taking a beating like that? 
Where is it going to end?” 


105 



He set his empty glass on the bar and glanced at hers. 
It was barely half empty. “Aren’t you going to keep up 
with me?” he asked. 

She picked it up and looked at him a little ruefully. She 
sipped her drink. “Can the zephyr keep up with the ty¬ 
phoon?” she queried, grinning. “You’d better go ahead.” 

He smiled grimly and ordered another. When the bar¬ 
tender brought it, Danny picked it up and held it in the air 
before him. “Here’s to the last of the Smythes—” He 
downed the drink greedily then held the empty glass in his 
fist. “You should have known Smythe, Senior, Kitty.” 
His voice hissed with the sibilant sound of a hatred she 
had never heard from him before. “He was a louse, just like 
Moose,” Danny growled. “I hated the way he treated my 
mother. More than once, even when I was just a kid, I 
think I could have killed him.” 

She touched his arm, a little frightened at his intensity. 
“Maybe you’d better not say any more, Danny.” 

“Don’t be a fool, Kitty. I’m only talking the truth. And 
you can talk the truth about the dead . . .” He paused, 
glaring fiercely at the empty glass in his fist. When he spoke 
again he sounded calm. “Thank God,” he murmured em- 
phaticaUy, “that Connie and I take after our mother.” He 
smiled gently, his eyes mirroring his love for her. “She was 
all that’s good and decent in the world,” he said softly. 
“That kind always suffers. She was lucky, I guess,” he 
went on quietly. “She died when she was in her fifties.” 
The knuckles of his fist grew white as he tightened his 
grip on the glass he held, then his face softened. “Connie 
and I were always close. I guess we’re a lot alike. Why 
she had to fall for Moose . . .” He paused and sighed 
deeply. “I suppose I was to blame, I introduced them. 
God!” he moaned, “What a blind fool I must have been! 
I didn’t see what he was imtil it was too late. Perhaps, 
if I had, Connie . . .” 

“Connie wouldn’t have believed you, Danny,” she said 
flatly. “She’d have married him in spite of anything you 
would have told her.” 
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“Perhaps,” he sighed again and then went on. “They’d 
only been back from the honeymoon two months when it 
started. He’s an animal, Kitty,” he hissed, “he must be. No 
one woman can satisfy him for long. God! How I tried to 
tell her. I begged her to leave him, but it was useless . . 

Kitty felt the wet worms commence to writhe in her 
stomach again. Danny was using the whip of humiliation 
on her now, without knowing it. 

“She loves him, Kitty.” He sounded as though he 
couldn’t believe his own words. “In spite of everything he’s 
done to her, she’s insane about the Wthy swine.” He kept 
talking. “Even after the boy was bom he didn’t stop, he 
still hasn’t. He’s gone from one woman to another, taunt¬ 
ing her with his unfaithfulness. He’s never even tried to 
hide it from her; he wants her to know. He takes pleasure 
in hurting her, flaunting his parade of tramps before her,” 

Kitty shriveled up inside and her dismay communicated 
itself to him. 

“It’s a rotten picture, I know,” he said half apologeti¬ 
cally. “Don’t mind me, Kitty, I’m just getting it out of my 
system. If I offend . . .” 

She had the weirdest impulse to laugh out loud. Offend? 
He didn’t know that she was one of those “tramps” he was 
telling her about. 

He told her that Green Top Ale had been founded by 
his grandfather. In later years, after the old man had died, 
the business had gone to Danny’s father. When he died, it 
was left to Connie .. . 

“Connie! You were the son, Danny, I don’t under¬ 
stand . . .” 

He laughed bitterly. “That was Smythe, Senior’s way of 
paying me back. He hated me as much as I hated him. 
Right from the grave, he told the whole world that Green 
Top was not for Danny Smythe.” He shrugged unhappily. 
“I could have gone to court, but . . . how could I do 
that to Connie? Besides, she was wonderful to me about 
it. She wanted me to just take over—but 1 was too proud.” 
He sighed. “I don’t know, maybe Smythe, Senior, did 
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have the last laugh on me after all.” He slid his glass 
down the bar, calling for another Scotch. “Eventually,” 
he continued, “Connie insisted that I at least take my 
share. She knew that I needed it. I wasn’t making out 
on my own. But by then she was married to Moose and 
he had other ideas. He controls it all now. She’ll do 
anything he says, anything.” It was almost as if he were 
trying to explain away his unenviable position. “I guess 
Connie can’t help it,” he muttered quietly. “We’re both 
weak—Connie in her way, I in mine. Where it all will 
end, God alone knows!” He held up his glass, studying 
it thoughtfully. “Sometimes I wonder what I’d do without 
this stuff.” 

“It’s poison, Danny.” 

“I know, but it dulls things for me, Kitty—softens it aU 
up so that I can stand the humiliations, the constant feeling 
that it’s aU a bitter nightmare without an end.” He moved 
his hand to his lips and the glass was empty again. “You 
saw it today,” he told her, “It’s not only Connie or me— 
it’s everybody, anybody. When the whim seizes him, 
Moose is like a crazed beast tearing brutally at whatever or 
whoever falls across his path.” 

“Lord!” she exclaimed, “Why don’t you fight?” 

He shrugged woefully. “You don’t know Moose, Kitty.” 

Oh, God! He was telling her that Kitty Sanders didn’t 
know Moose Willard! What bitterness a few idly spoken 
words could arouse within her breast. 

She gritted her teeth. “You’re an individual, Danny,” 
she muttered. “You have a right to live your life as one.” 

He was shaking his head sadly from side to side and she 
knew that he was thinking of his sister. “I’ll do nothing to 
hurt Connie,” he said slowly. “That‘s the horrible part of 
it. All these years I’ve done nothing because I was afraid 
for her, and now I realize that anything I might have done 
couldn’t have hurt her more.” He went on in a sort of 
soliloquy, as though analyzing the unhappy state of affairs 
for himself. “Connie is devoted to me, as I am to her, but 
she loves her husband. If I make a break with Moose, 
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she’ll suffer for it.” His voice dropped to a whisper. “Some¬ 
times I have the horrible feeling that something terrible 
will happen to Connie. I don’t know what it is and I don’t 
know how to prevent it; all I know is that it’s boimd to 
happen and I’ve got to be around when it does.” 

Kitty thought that he must love his sister a great deal to 
deliberately sacrifice himself to suffer this moral disin¬ 
tegration, this character assassination, just to spare her. 
Then she found herself wondering if Cbnnie’s vested in¬ 
terest in Green Top Corporation could be the true reason 
that Danny endured his brother-in-law’s tyranny. After all, 
if anything should happen to Moose, Green Top might, at 
long last, pass into his hands . , . 

No, Kitty told herself, despite his weaknesses, Danny 
was too fine for that. If it was Green Top he wanted, he 
could have battled it out in the courts years ago and prob¬ 
ably won. He was a scion, too; he was entitled to his 
heritage. 

No, Danny hadn’t wanted it enough to drag Connie 
through the dirt—to wash their family linen on the front 
pages. 

He rapped on the bar, calling for another Scotch. Kitty 
placed her hand over his, her fingers a soft deterrent. “No, 
Danny,” she said, “Don’t do that, please, for your own 
sake.” 

“Kitty, you silly little fool, do you think I want to?” 

“Perhaps if you didn’t try to drown yourself . . 

He wasn’t angry, not even irritated as he might well have 
been. He smiled wearily. “Perhaps if there was a reason,” 
he said and his voice was infinitely sad. He turned to look 
directly at her. “Kitty, why do you think I told you all this 
filth?” he asked soberly. Without waiting for a reply, he 
went on, “You’re the only woman who’s ever heard it from 
my lips,” he said quietly. “I wanted you to hear it, to know 
why I tolerate all this humiliation, even why I drink his 
poisonous stuff the way I do. God! Kitty,” he cried, “Don’t 
you understand? Perhaps, if you wanted me to stop— 
at least. I’d try.” 
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She felt a pain knife into her bosom. No! No! She 
searched his eyes, “Don’t,” she whispered to him, “you 
don’t know what you’re saying, Danny.” 

He took her hand into his, holding it almost as a trust¬ 
ing child might. “Listen to me, Kitty,” he whispered. “Since 
you came into my life, something has happened inside me 
that’s good. I’m not quite sure what it is and when Moose 
Willard flays me the way he did today, I almost lose sight 
of it. Then I think of you again and I renew my search. 
That’s when I find it once more, Kitty—it’s in you. What¬ 
ever it is, it’s something that’s strong—and I need strength, 
Kitty, so 1 need you.” 

W^at was he saying to her? She felt weak inside, her 
whole body suddenly in pain. She belonged to Moose as 
much as he did, but poor Danny didn’t know it. She must 
stop him before he went any further. 

Kitty was honest enough to tell herself that she had noth¬ 
ing to offer Danny, nothing. Yet, in his desperation, he was 
reaching out to her—^wooing, not her body, but the strength 
he thought he saw in her that might be his only salvation. 

Something was beating inside her that was neither pas¬ 
sion nor desire. She didn’t know whether to name it pity 
or not, but it was a new emotion for Kitty and it inspired 
her. She sat there at the bar with Danny, letting him 
whisper to her the things he wanted to say. He told her 
that he had been a drowning man. Now, with her at his 
side, he had suddenly discovered an incentive to swim. 

“Kitty,” he breathed, “I won’t try to tell you that I don’t 
want you with my body, too. I’d be a fool to say that.” 
He squeezed her fingers and his hand felt warm. “There’s 
nothing platonic in my feeling for you, you’re too lovely, 
too damned attractive for a man to ignore what you have 
to give him.” 

Her body again! Her resilient breasts, the smooth curve 
of her belly, the long clear lines of her perfectly molded 
legs. Her white flesh would have to be a part of anything 
she would want to do for him. As earnest as her desire was 
to help overcome the weakness that cursed this fine man, 
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it could not be separated from the beauty of her luscious 
body as the implement of aid. 

Perhaps, she thought, if she were to be perfectly honest 
about it with herself, she would not have it any other 
way. 
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


Special Limited Offer 

ITH THE Others it had always been a case of 



what was there in it for Kitty Sanders? How 


could this or that phase of her career be further advanced 
by the relationship? Oh, she had been honest about it— 
at least, to herself. To Kitty Sanders the basic factor in 
any affair had been personal gain, always. 

Now Danny was offering her something different, some¬ 
thing so far beyond the goading of ambition or the stirring 
of mere passion that she was bewildered and confused. 

To hold in her hand a man’s salvation frightened her, 
filled her with a depressing sense of her own inadequacy. 
What if she should fail? 

Resolutely, Kitty dismissed such an eventuality. She 
found an exciting stimulus in this challenge before her. The 
very thought of giving of herself, without taking in return, 
flooded her with buoyant exhilaration that surpassed any 
physical satisfaction she had ever experienced. 

This is your chance, Kitty, her heart seemed to say, this 
is your chance to atone! 

Atone? For what, Kitty, my girl? What have you done 
that countless others haven't done before you, and will do 
after you? Yours is the crude honesty that needs no camou^ 
flage, except the veil that convention demands. 

Why, then, was she willing to give of herself in answer 
to this challenge? Was it melting pity for Danny’s weak¬ 
ness? Was it a gesture of revenge for Moose’s brutality? 
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Or could it be just another attempt to ease her yearning 
for Winn? 

Kitty waved coral-tipped fingernails to attract the bar¬ 
tender’s attention. “Two more,” she told him. Then turn¬ 
ing to Danny, she warmly smiled. “The last two,” she 
murmured. 

His hand, trembling now, held hers. This alliance pro¬ 
claimed his escape from his own special hell. Impulsively, 
like a little boy, he bent down and tenderly kissed her soft 
palm. “Kitty,” he whispered. “Oh, Kitty!” 

In the intimate weeks that followed, Kitty tried to blind 
herself to the numerous qualities of Winn that she kept 
seeing in Danny. Was this why she had entered into his 
struggle with himself? Because he reminded her of Winn? 
A million times she asked herself how this could be so. 
Danny was weak. Winn was strong, too strong. But they 
were alike in their gentleness, their fineness, in everything 
that made them both unlike Moose Willard. 

The hours she spent with Danny in his apartment found 
her wishing more and more that he were more truly like 
Winn Evans. It was then that she would flay herself un¬ 
mercifully for her inability to put Winn out of her mind 
forever. He didn’t want her. Danny did. 

Frequently, failing to quell the repeated stabs of long¬ 
ing, Kitty was plunged into depression. 

Danny was always particularly kind and gentle to her 
then. His love-making, lacking Moose’s savage fury, was 
nonetheless intense. He seemed to understand, without 
knowing why, the frantic craving of her body during these 
terrible attacks of melancholia. It was almost as if he real¬ 
ized that he could help her, as she was helping him. 

Kitty wouldn’t admit it, not even to herself, but in her 
heart she began to recognize the true reason for this affair 
with Danny Smythe. She had merely flung herself des¬ 
perately into the well of Danny’s need in the foolish and 
vain hope that in this man she might submerge the ever¬ 
present image of Winn. 

She might as well try to submerge Kitty Sanders. She 
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was learning, perhaps for the last time, that she could 
never forget Winn . . . never! Not with Danny, not with 
any man who might follow! 

Caught in the merciless press of her emotions and trying 
desperately to escape, she made herself more and more a 
part of Danny’s struggle to regain himself. As time went 
by and she saw that perhaps he was winning, she felt a 
new kind of happiness that she had never known before. 
Danny didn’t stop drinking at once, but, under Kitty’s con¬ 
stant surveillance and painstaking guidance, his craving for 
alcohol slowly diminished until at last Kitty commenced 
to sec unmistakable evidence that Danny could win his 
fight. It would take time, but it could be done. 

She was doing this, she would tell herself. By being there 
with him, helping him. She couldn’t help exulting in the 
knowledge that if it hadn’t been for Kitty Sanders . . . 

But even this wasn’t enough for her. Perhaps, if she had 
actually been doing it for Danny, instead of for herself, it 
might have taken up the slack that existed in her life. 

Meanwhile, in spite of her anger at Moose’s treatment 
of Danny, Kitty hadn’t been able to stay away. She needed 
Moose too. In his fierceness was a forgetfulness that she 
couldn’t find with Danny. 

It never occurred to her that her own indulgence was 
akin to Danny’s. They were, in fact, both seeking the same 
thing, forgetfulness. 

Kitty often wondered how long she could continue this 
double game. The question was answered sooner than she 
expected when she noticed the first signs that Moose’s 
feeling for her was waning. Then Kitty knew real panic. 

Moose was her security, not Danny! 

This relationship with Danny had been a mistake! She 
had been a fool to think that she or anyone could help 
him. Drink was his worry, certainly not hers. He had no 
right to expect her to shoulder his burden. 

She decided to stay away from him, telling him deceit¬ 
fully that it would be good for him now to try to conquer 
his weakness alone for a while. 
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“No, Kitty, no,” he protested hoarsely. “I can’t! Without 
you near me constantly, I’ll weaken, I know I will.” 

She became angry. “You’re a fool,” she spat out scorn¬ 
fully. She was surprised at the contempt for him she found 
within her. “It’s about time you showed some of your own 
fight.” 

He looked beaten. “You’re not going to leave me?” 

She ignored his white face and the fear that lay there. 
She was thinking of Moose and deliberately, easily, she 
quelled pity for Danny. She had no room for pity now, 
there was her own security to think of, to protect. She felt 
irritation rising in her. Wouldn’t she be with him during 
the day, every day? Wasn’t that enough for him? 

Suddenly, his weakness angered her. 

In the sea of her fury, he was a fool drowning. With an 
effort, she calmed herself and, walking over to Danny, 
touched his arm. “I’m jumpy today,” she muttered irri¬ 
tably, “and I’m doing this badly, but I am trying to make 
you see what’s good for you. Can’t you understand?” 

He put his arm around her in a gesture of forgiveness. 
“Forget it,” he said generously. “I understand. I know it 
hasn’t been easy for you.” 

She should have felt S 5 anpathy for him now, of all times. 
Somehow, she didn’t. She was bored with him, restless to 
get away. “It’ll be like a kind of test for you,” she told him 
casually. “Youll be all right.” 

In the vigorous renewal of her relationship with Moose, 
Kitty found solace of a sort, a solace she didn’t realize could 
never last. Gradually, her response to his fierce possession 
of her body came to be the mechanical performance of the 
prostitute. Moose didn’t seem to notice or if he did, he 
didn’t care. He owned her and nothing else mattered. 

He occupied her with a savagery and violence that was 
as cruel as it was degrading. 

He wanted only to divest himself of the animal passion 
that enveloped him and, afterward, he would lie there 
next to her, his hand on her white body in a gesture of 
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complete ownership. That was Kitty’s life with Moose 
Willard. 

Awakening in the mornings, with Moose gone, it was 
always so easy to heal her bruised pride by immersing it in 
the warm glow of her sated body. Somehow, then, she 
seemed to find within her the determination to withstand 
the humiliation he inflicted upon her. Somehow, then, she 
found that she could overlook the cruel starkness of his 
passion and his careless brutality. 

The days at the ofl^ce with Danny were always full and 
he marveled at her capacity for work. It seemed to him 
that the more she did, the more she wanted to do. How was 
he to know that it was only tr manifestation of the cruel 
driving force that refused to let her rest? 

Now that she had ended her affair with him, some of 
her former regard for Danny came back to her, and 
gradually she began to understand that perhaps the sudden 
boredom she had experienced with him was due in most 
part to her own lack of stability, her constant emotional 
fluctuation. 

Danny was a different person now. Even to the disin¬ 
terested, it was obvious that he was winning his battle. To 
Kitty, it meant that he was winning it without her. 

As she watched the metamorphosis, the gradual emer¬ 
gence of the man from the dark cocoon that had held 
him captive, she felt the jagged pangs of regret that he was 
accomplishing it without her. Curiously enough, she felt 
a sudden loss. 

Kitty knew that she should have been happy for him. 
She really wanted to be, but the triumph was so much his 
own that Kitty Sanders could take little if any credit for it 
She wished now that she hadn’t left him so soon, that she 
could have had more of a part in his final victory. 
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


Meet the Wife 


T he early days of October came with frosty pin¬ 
cers that nipped the nose. Danny was exuberant 
over his conquest; Kitty morose and wallowing in the 
depths of her own unhappiness. 

“You need a vacation, Kitty,” he announced one morn¬ 
ing. 

“Why? Is there something wrong with my work?” 

He laughed, overlooking her antagonism. His eyes were 
alive, dancing. “Don’t be silly. I just thought that perhaps 
you’d like to get away for a while.” 

She glanced at the unanswered letters on her desk. “I 
don’t want to,” she muttered. 

He shrugged. “Just trying to be helpful, Kitty.” 

He went up to her and put his hands on her shoulders. 
For the past couple of weeks he had worried about her. 
She was a different Kitty. “Everybody needs a boost at 
some time or other,” he said gravely. “You helped me.” 
He sat down on her desk, his long legs dangling over the 
side. “One a day now, Kitty,” he exulted. He held up a 
finger. “One drink is all 1 take and I don’t even need that.” 
“I’m glad,” she mumbled without enthusiasm. 

'Tow did this for me, Kitty, you know that, don’t you?” 
She nodded because she felt he expected it of her. He 
chuckled because he could afford to. “Remember the night 
when you put me on my own? How I cursed you after you 
left. I really did. I didn’t realize how wise you were 
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then.” She shot a glance at him but didn’t speak. He 
went on. “You knew that the time had come for me to 
prove myself, didn’t you? If I were ever going to learn to 
control my drinking, that was the time and you knew it, 
didn’t you, Kitty?” 

“Wh . . . what?” she said absent-mindedly. 

He reached down and took her fingers into his palm, 
squeezing them gently. “Thanks,” he said softly, “I’ll 
always be saying that to you, Kitty.” 

She looked up at him and saw the open gratitude written 
across his face. She would have been less than human not 
to melt. 

She smiled and leaned back in her chair, stretching 
lazily. He was right, she was tired. “You know,” she said, 
“if this were July, I’d take the afternoon off and go to the 
beach.” 

“Good, let’s go together.” 

She laughed and then tried to recall the last time such a 
sound had passed her lips. It was with a sense of shock 
that she realized just how long it had been. “Do you think 
we can make Florida in one afternoon?” she jibed. 

He joined in her laughter. “Well, there are always places 
to relax. Let’s drive up to Connecticut, Kitty.” 

Connecticut! The muscles in her throat got tight. It was 
Winn talking to her now—Winn telling her about the 
lovely little place just off the Parkway where . . . 

“. . . she’d love to meet you, Kitty . . .” 

“Wh . . . what?” she asked vaguely. Her mind was far 
away. She found it difiBcult to focus her attention on what 
he was saying. “I . . • I’m sorry, Danny, what were you 
saying?” 

“My sister,” he said, “I was talking of Connie. She 
knows about you, Kitty . . 

“She what!” 

His words startled her for a moment and her eyes 
sought his. He was smiling tenderly and the tenseness went 
out of her. Of course, he hadn’t meant Moose. She felt a 

118 



little hysterical and wanted to laugh out loud. She couldn’t 
help thinking how funny it had sounded. 

“I told my sister what you’ve done for me, Kitty. She s 
asked me several times to bring you up. She wants . . 

She shook her head uncertainly. “I . . . I . . . don’t 
think I want to, Danny.” 

How could she? \^at was it Danny had said about 
Moose parading his women before Connie? No, Kitty 
didn’t feel up to meeting Moose’s wife—sitting with her, 
chatting amiably vdth her as if she’d just dropped in for 
tea. She would have felt too uncomfortable and Kitty didn’t 
like feeling uncomfortable. 

“Why not, Kitty? I’ll call Connie. I know she’ll be tickled 
to meet you. Besides, the drive up will do you good.” 

She hesitated, then before she knew h, she’d agreed to 
go. Afterward, she wasn’t sure whether it was out of sheer 
feminine curiosity about Moose’s wife, or a desire to bolster 
her own ego. 

Danny phoned his sister and they started out after lunch. 

Connie lived in a small lodge about a half mile from 
Kennicut Dam. It was snugly nestled in the heart of seventy- 
five acres of thickly wooded country. They reached it by 
driving up a winding dirt road until a clover-leaf clearing 
burst upon them. 

Connie had heard the sound of Danny’s car approachmg 
and had come out to meet them. She was standing bare¬ 
headed in front of the house, waving at them. 

Kitty tried hard to suppress the overwhelming curiosity 
that compelled her to stare at Connie as the car drew near 
to her. What should a woman feel when she meets her 
lover’s wife for the first time? Was it pity? Envy? Hate? 

Kitty was aware that she was feeling none of these 
emotions. She was conscious of a vague, nameless sense 
of fear that she couldn’t quite comprehend. 

She knew that she had expected to see a frowzy house¬ 
wife with stringy hair and a flabby body. Connie Willard 
was lovely—tall and straight with the bearing that identifies 
breeding. 


119 



In her mid-forties, she could easily have passed for 
thirty. Her jet black hair, which she wore fairly long, was 
banded with a bright red ribbon, adding to the general 
impression of youth. Her lips were full and red. The 
opalescent skin of her face stretched smoothly across prom¬ 
inent cheek bones, and the high arch of her beautiful 
black brows gave the appearance of perpetual animation. 

Kitty noticed that her body was hardly the unattractive 
shapelessness of the frowzy house frau she had envisioned. 
Connie’s hips were lean, her legs long. Her waist was 
almost girlishly slender and the gentle peaks of her breasts, 
beneath the flaming jersey she wore, were firm and small, 
tilUng provocatively against the tightness of the sweater. 

It was only her eyes that gave her away. They belonged 
to an old woman. All the years of tension and disgust, 
humiliation and desperate longing were in them. 

She proffered her hand when Kitty got out of the car 
and when she took it, she found an excuse somehow, to 
look away from those dull windows in Connie’s face. It 
was too much like looking into the unseeing eyes of a dead 
woman. It made Kitty shiver. 

Connie had pnit her arm around Danny’s waist, but she 
was looking at Kitty. “I’m so glad, Danny boy,’’ she kept 
saying. Her voice was low, yet vibrant. She stepped away 
then and stood off two paces, her glance sweeping over 
her brother appraisingly. “If you only knew how you 
looked, ’ she murmured. She flung herself at him, her arms 
squeezing him in a happy hug. “Thank God!” she whis- 
pared huskily. 

She let go of him and, leaning over, kissed Kitty on the 
cheek. “ITiank you,” she said softly. “Thank you.” 

It had happened so quickly and unexpectedly, that it 
caught Kitty off guard, and it left her with a queer, cho kin g 
sensation in her throat 

She had come fully prepared to wallow in satisfying 
contempt for this woman who couldn’t hold her man. Con¬ 
nie, overflowing with gratitude, had kissed her, and the 
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gesture had transmuted Kitty’s bitter mockery into sym¬ 
pathy. She felt as though she wanted to say something, 
but strangely she found herself at a loss for words. So she 
smiled and shrugged deprecatingly. 

She was glad when Connie invited them inside. 

The whole atmosphere of the place was quietly charm¬ 
ing. Kitty, grateful for a talking-point, expressed her ad¬ 
miration, and Connie offered to show her the other rooms. 

They left Danny in the living room while Connie led her 
through the house. All the while, Kitty couldn’t take her 
eyes off her. She was lovely! Again and again, she wondered 
what it was that Moose wanted of his wife that she couldn’t 
give him, that forced him to seek other women. Instinct 
told her that here was no frigid female, no pathetic psycho¬ 
neurotic. This was a healthy and completely vigorous 
creature, capable of being every inch a woman. 

What terrible streak of cruelty was there in Moose that 
drove him to humiliate his wife in the only way he could? 
Her love for him in the face of his open and deliberate in¬ 
fidelities dragged her down to the level he himself 
occupied. Was that why he did it? 

“Would you like a drink?” Connie’s well-modulated 
voice interrupted Kitty’s thoughts. 

She could use one, she answered. 

“Come on. We’ll go in here. Danny won’t see us then.” 
She opened a door and led the way into a small tastefully 
furnished room she used as her reading room. She smiled, 
“There’s no sense in waving it under his nose, is there?” 

Kitty said, “No, I suppose not.” 

Connie gestured to a chair, and took two glasses and a 
bottle of Scotch out of a wall bar. She poured and handed 
Kitty a glass. She raised hers in the air. “Thank you sounds 
so inadequate for what you’ve done, Kitty. When I look 
at my brother . . .” 

“I wish you wouldn’t,” Kitty said almost testily, and 
then, when she saw the look in her hostess’s eyes, she 
added, “It isn’t necessary.” 

“I’m sorry if I’ve irritated you,” Connie murmured. “I 
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didn’t mean to. You must forgive me for acting like a 
grateful sister.” She followed Kitty’s gaze. She was looking 
at the photograph of young Dick Willard standing on one 
of the tables across the room. “My son, too. He told me 
how you helped him.” The grave, sweet smile touched her 
face again. “You seem to be making a habit of concentrat¬ 
ing on my family.” 

“What!” Kitty’s glance thrust sharply at Connie’s face. 
Her hand trembled in anger. “Why did you say that?” she 
demanded. 

“Well, I . . . I . . 

Kitty was conscious of Connie’s eyes staring at her. The 
grateful expression was gone. In its place was something 
else. Kitty realized that she’d succeeded in making a com¬ 
plete fool of herself. Connie hadn’t connected her with 
Moose, at least not until now. 

She made a clumsy attempt to cover up what she’d 
already revealed. “I don’t know why I’m so jittery,” she 
muttered. 

Connie was silent. She sat down, folding at the hips like 
a wooden doll. She looked infinitely tired. For a long time 
she sat there, holding her drink in her hand without speak¬ 
ing. Finally she said, “So you’re his newest” It was a 
weary statement of resignation. 

Kitty looked into her eyes and discovered what it felt 
like to know shame. She swallowed what was left of her 
Scotch and shifted miserably in her chair. There had been 
no anger in Connie’s words at her discovery. 

Kitty said, “Now you know. Does that make it any 
worse or better?” 

Connie didn’t answer for a long moment. When she did 
she said, “I suppose I should hate you.” 

Kitty wished she would. Anything would be better than 
this abject acceptance of her plight. 

“When I found out about the first one,” Connie whis¬ 
pered, “I could have killed her. Now I . . .” Her words 
trailed off and she tilted the glass to her lips. When it was 
empty, she said softly, “I love him. I can’t help that. In 
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spite of his infideUties, in spite of everything.” Her face 
was distorted with the opening of her wound. “I’ll stand 
for anything, as long as he keeps coming back to me. 

Kitty felt sick inside and showed it. No woman should 
bare her soul like this. No woman should have to. God 
deliver her from the humiliation of loving as Connie Willard 
did! 

Connie noted her revulsion. “If you were in love,” she 
said defensively, “I mean really in love, perhaps then you 
might begin to understand . . .” 

“I am,” Kitty blurted out without meaning to. Then she 
wondered why she had felt constrained to so reveal her¬ 
self to this woman. 

There was panic in Coimie’s eyes now. Always before, 
his women had been creatures of circumstances, not love. 
“My husband doesn’t love you,” she said hotly, “he can’t. 
Don’t you see that? It’s only a passing ...” 

Kitty squirmed uncomfortably. Connie’s sniveling an¬ 
noyed her. She restrained the urge to scream out that her 
love wasn’t for the big man, that she merely used Moose 
Willard as she had used the other men in her life. 

Suddenly she knew what Connie would think of that, 
and she had no desire to experience the scorn of Moose’s 
wife. She preferred that Connie Willard do the crin^ng, not 
Kitty Sanders. 

She stood up. “I don’t want to talk about it,” she grated. 

Connie murmured, “I . . . I’m sorry for you, my dear.” 

She was sorry, Kitty thought. This poor, stupid creature 
was sorry for her! She had openly confessed to her hus¬ 
band’s mistress that she wanted him on any terms. She 
would even share him, as long as she could have him, too. 
It was a degrading admission to make, yet it must have 
taken a great deal of courage, too. 

Kitty put the empty glass down on a nearby table and 
started to walk towards the door. “Can we go now?” 

Connie got up. “Yes,” she answered quietly, and added 
hesitantly, “Kitty ... I’m stiU grateful to you for Danny. 
Can you believe that?” 
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Kitty’s smile was sickly. “Yes, I suppose so. But ac¬ 
tually it was his doing, not mine.” 

Connie came over, still holding her glass in her hand. 
“You seem like such a nice person . . 

Kitty flushed. “What did you expect? Did you think 
that I would be nothing but a ... a cheap prostitute? Is 
that what you think appeals to your husband? Or what he 
appeals to?” 

Connie looked away, biting her lips. Then she turned 
back, catching Kitty’s eye. “There’s a little of the prostitute 
in every woman,” she said evenly and saw the blood surge 
up into Kitty’s face. She sighed and shook her head. “Now, 
I’ve made you angry, haven’t I?” She touched Kitty’s arm 
restraining her as she was about to leave. “I want you to 
know I don’t blame you for—for my husband. If it weren’t 
you, it would be someone else. I know that.” 

Kitty wanted to scream at her to stop trying to be so 
damned civilized. She wanted the brunette to fly at her, 
curse her, scratch at her eyes. She wanted Connie to do 
the things she would have done, to be a woman, to do 
what a woman should do. But Connie did none of these 
things and somehow Kitty didn’t quite know how to cope 
with the situation. She wasn’t the kind to sit calmly dis¬ 
cussing Moose with his wife as if hers were purely a casual 
business acquaintance. She knew now that it had been a 
mistake to come up there. 

She turned and walked out of the room. 

Connie followed her and the two women joined Danny 
in the living room. He was standing looking out of the 
large picture window. “There’s a car coming,” he said to 
his sister, “were you expecting anyone else, Connie?” 

She shook her head. “No, I wasn’t.” 

When the Cadillac convertible stopped in front of the 
cottage, Kitty knew it was Moose. She saw his big frame 
clamber out from behind the wheel and, suddenly, Kitty 
had a terrifying feeling of impending doom that shook her 
to her foundations. 
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


Room With a View 


E ven before Moose came charging in to the house, 
Kitty could see that he was wild with fury. His face 
was the dark color of violence, his body stiff. 

He burst into the living room, his flaring nostrils snort¬ 
ing suspicion. He stood there without speaking, his eyes 
traveling from one to the other of them. 

Connie looked apprehensive, but she spoke quietly. 
“Hello, Moose,” she said. 

Moose glanced flectingly at his wife, but gave no indica¬ 
tion that he had heard her words. His gaze was fastened on 
his mistress and his brother-in-law, his eyes glittering like 
those of a crazed animal. 

It was true. They were here together! He had tried not 
to let himself think it, but it was true! 

When the agency had informed him that his brother-in- 
law had gone up to his wife’s place with Kitty, he couldn’t 
believe it. What could possibly persuade Kitty to go up to 
see Connie? The secretary had said that she was with Mr. 
Smythe. 

All his fear of losing her had boiled up inside him, 
scalding his guts with hot jealousy. Kitty was his. He had 
tried not to link those two together in his mind, tried to 
tell himself that it was impossible. 

All the way up in the car he had ridiculed the thought 
that she would dare to play around with any other man 
while she belonged to him, and in the face of his warnings 
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to her. That the other man could be Danny was even 
more unbelievable. 

Standing there now, looking at the two of them, he was 
sure that it was true. Kitty wasn’t just his; Danny had her 
too. The twisting jealousy at the thought of another man’s 
hands on his property ignited the hatred within him and it 
came roaring to the surface, thundering from his lips like 
molten lava. 

“You tramp,” he cried, “you tramp!” He seized Kitty 
and commenced shaking her violently. “I warned you if 
there was ever another man . • Connie screamed when 
he struck Kitty in the face. 

Curiously, Kitty didn’t feel the sting of his heavy hand 
when he hit her. She was looking at Danny and what she 
saw hurt her far more. 

There was a stricken expression on Danny’s face. He 
knew now what she was. He knew at last that his first ap¬ 
praisal of her, that quiet morning in Leslie Coves’ office, 
had been the correct one. All the subterfuge, all the pre¬ 
tense, all the careful artifices that had been intended to 
deceive, had been stripped away now in this one terrible 
moment. 

Danny acted like a man paralyzed by what his eyes saw 
and his ears heard. Then he rushed up and, grabbing 
Moose by the collar, pulled him away from Kitty. “Stop it, 
you idiot,” he cried hoarsely, “stop it, you’re hurting her!” 

Moose turned, his face livid with the seething rage inside 
of him. “Get away from me, you lousy drunk,” he roared. 
“Get away from me before I kill you!” 

Danny stood there, his eyes flashing. “Leave her alone,” 
he grated. “Do you hear me?” 

A hoarse animal cry of hatred spilled from Moose’s lips. 
His huge fist lashed out and caught the smaller man flush 
in the face. Connie screamed as Danny went staggering 
backward. He tried to retain his footing but his rubber 
legs refused to obey the orders his brain was sending. 
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Finally, he went down on his back, and his sister’s scream 
rose in high-pitched agony. 

“Shut up!” Moose growled at his wife. 

She stopped suddenly, her white hand stifling the cry of 
fear on her lips. 

The big man turned to Kitty, his narrowed lids slitting 
his angry eyes. “I told you what I’d do if you played 
around. I swore I’d beat the hell out of you.” He moved 
threateningly towards her. 

“No, no,” Kitty gasped. Her eyes were filled with the 
fear of physical violence. She held her hands up in front of 
her face in a pitiful gesture of defense. “Don’t do it, 
Moose,” she cried. “You don’t understand. You just don’t 
understand!” 

The words she was uttering had a vaguely familiar ring 
to her. Although she didn’t remember that she was moan¬ 
ing the identical plea she had voiced to Winn when he had 
found Moose in her apartment, she knew that sometime, 
somewhere, she had cried the same words before. 

He seized her hands and pulled them away from her face. 
“You knew how I felt,” he shouted. “You let me believe 
that I was the only one, didn’t you? All the while you’ve 
been playing around with this drunken fool—^sleeping with 
me and then going to him. How many others? How 
many?” he slapped her. 

“Moose!” she cried. “You have no right—” 

His hand slapped her face again, hard. “No right? You 
cheap little tramp. You talk about right. What I own, I 
own!” He slapped her again and again, viciously. 

She started screaming then at the top of her voice and 
Connie chimed in, begging Moose to stop. Slowly, Danny 
got up off the floor and threw himself at the big man, try¬ 
ing to distract him from Kitty. 

Moose shoved Kitty away from him and she sat down 
hard on the floor. Her head was ringing with a hollow 
noise and her face was full of pain. She sat there with her 
legs sprawled out in front of her like a rag doll. 
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Moose had turned to meet his infuriated brother-in-law. 
He almost laughed at the futility of the smaller man’s 
attack. He fended him off for a moment and then snarled 
that he’d teach him something he’d never forget 

Terrible curses ran from his mouth like muck from a 
sewer. Then when he ran out of vile names, he began to 
pound at Danny’s helpless face with huge, flailing fists. 

It had been a long time since Moose had done this and 
it felt good. For years now his brutality had been stifled, 
locked up within him. Only occasionally had he been al¬ 
lowed the pleasure of hurting others physically. It had to be 
in other ways, ways that gave satisfaction, but never the 
sheer joy of physical contact. This was more like it. Now 
he could hurt, really hurt and with his own hands. 

He let himself become immersed in the ferocity of his 
attack and he thrilled with the feel of it. His thundering 
fists were taking him back to his younger days. This was a 
renewal of his youth and he loved it. 

Danny defended himself as best he could, but he didn’t 
have a chance. This was man against beast—a beast en¬ 
raged by the flaming passions within him. He wanted to 
hurt... to maim .. yes, even to kill! 

The blood cascaded down Danny’s face at each new 
blow and the horrible blob of smashed cartilage that had 
been his nose was spreading in a crimson patch all across 
his face. 

Now both women were screaming frantically but Moose 
was beyond hearing anything but the drumming of his own 
fists. He beat mercilessly at the pitiful human being in 
front of him, with Kitty hanging on to his back, clawing 
frantically at his arms. Connie, sobbing hysterically, was 
flailing at her husband’s head and shoulders with small 
hands that failed even to draw the crazed man’s attention. 

“Moose!” Kitty screamed. “Moose! For God’s sake, 
you’ll kill him—you’U kiU him!” 

Danny’s battered face was methodically being smashed 
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to jelly in spite of the two screanung women. At last he 
crumpled to the floor, a quivering mass of flesh. 

Moose stepped back rubbing his knuckles in the palm 
of his hands. He leered at Kitty. “Go on sleep with him 
now,” he hissed. 

Connie was sobbing helplessly. “Oh, my God,” she 
moaned, “Oh, my God!” 

Kitty went over and kneeled down next to Danny. He 
wasn’t moving. She was sick at heart, horrified. She was 
to blame, it was her doing. She stroked his bleeding face. 
“Danny, you poor thing,” she whispered. 

Moose began roaring abuses again. Kitty’s tender con¬ 
cern for this helpless creature on the floor seemed to infuri¬ 
ate him still more. He rushed over and, hurling her aside 
forcefully, he stooped down and picked Danny up by the 
neck, his huge hands encircling his throat like a vise. 

“Take my woman, will you,” he croaked. His lips were 
thrust out, snarling viciously. “Take my girl, will you?” he 
kept muttering over and over again. He started shaking the 
man he held in his hands and Danny’s head snapped 
pathetically from side to side. 

“Oh, dear Lord,” Connie was moaning, “Oh, dear 
Lord—” 

Kitty stood her ground beating furiously at Moose’s 
back but he didn’t even feel it. She must make him stop— 
she must. If she didn’t, he’d kill Danny. 

“Moose! Moose!” she screamed. 

Already Danny’s face was beginning to change color as 
the relentless pressure of the murderous fingers tiehtened 
around his throat. His breath was a dying wind that 
whistled through his teeth on the way to eternity. 

She was aware that Connie had turned and fled from 
the room. She yelled after Connie to stay, cursed her for 
running away. Was she going to get help? 

She took one terrified look at the strangling face in 
Moose’s steel grip and threw herself on him again, re- 

129 




doubling her efforts to pull him away before Danny’s life 
oozed out. Even as she did, she knew that it was useless. 

“Moose!” It was Connie’s voice. High pitched, hyster¬ 
ical, but strangely resolute. 

Kitty turned, and then she understood. Connie had a 
blue steel Luger in her hand. Her finger was white on the 
trigger and the muzzle, pointing directly at her husband’s 
back, was steady. 

“Stop it, Moose,” she cried, “Stop it, or I’ll kill you!” 

The sibilant sound of her hatred somehow penetrated the 
thick wall of his fury. The pressure of his fingers relaxed 
and he turned his head, looking over his shoulder at the 
grim figure of his wife with the gun in her hand. 

“As God is my judge,” she was mumbling. “I’ll do it— 

The breath of exertion escaped from his lips as his big 
chest heaved up. He relinquished his grip on Danny and 
the limp body folded face down onto the floor. 

Moose’s big hands were twitching spasmodically at his 
sides. His small eyes, glittering like hard coal, never left his 
wife’s face. He took a step towards her. “You’d do it, 
wouldn’t you?” his cold voice rasped. 

“Yes— yes, I would!” 

He glanced at Kitty. She was rooted to the spot, looking 
from one to the other. He turned away from her and 
glared at his wife. 

The gun in her hand didn’t waver. “I love you, Moose,” 
she whispered. “For over twenty years I’ve loved you .. .” 
Tears rolled unhindered down her cheeks. “If I kill you 
now it’s only because I must. . . But I do love you ... I 
do . . . I do . . .” 

His laugh was unusually high-pitched. “You’re a god¬ 
damned liar.” 

“Moose!” 

“You don’t love me. What you love is what I can do to 
your woman’s guts.” 

“Stop it. . . stop it. . .” 

His steely eyes caught hers and held them. “You haven’t 
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got enough of your old man in you, Connie,” he said coldly. 
“You’re all your mother. You’re a precious lady, Connie, 
just like her. Not a woman, Connie—a lady!** He laughed 
out loud because he knew he was cutting her to pieces. He 
wasn’t finished with her yet. “You need a man, Connie, 
you can’t do without one. I’ve done that for you. Even if 
you are the perfect lady!” 

Her face was drained of blood, the veins on her forehead 
standing out like blue cords. “Moose,” she cried, “For 
God’s sake. Moose . . .” 

“It’s the truth,” he went on coldly, “that’s why you won’t 
leave me. You can’t do without me and you’re too god¬ 
damned f^ood to go and get anyone else!” 

Kitty shivered as if icy fingers had clutched at her heart. 
This was brutal, horrible. She felt ashamed that she was 
a woman, disgusted at this cold-blooded destruction of an¬ 
other woman’s spirit. She wanted to scream at Connie to 
pull the trigger, to get it over with. Go on, squeeze the 
little piece of cold metal and send the hot lead shrieking 
into this wild animal’s quivering carcass. He deserved it— 
he deserved it! 

In mute horror, Kitty suddenly realized that while he’d 
been whipping at Connie, Moose had been moving almost 
imperceptibly closer to her. Connie didn’t seem to be 
aware that now he was almost within reach. 

Kitty screamed her warning and Moose cursed. He 
lashed out with his big fist. The terrible impact of the 
blow shattered Connie’s jaw, but she didn’t know it. She 
hardly knew what had struck her. She dropped limply to 
the floor and the gun fell from her fingers. 

Even before the noise of it clattering across the room 
had died away. Moose had pounced on her, picking up her 
unconscious body in his big hands and shaking it viciously 
like a mastiff shaking a rat. 

There was nothing left now of his careful veneer. It was 
all gone, worn away by the fury of his passion. His teeth 
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were bared and his glazed eyes were nearly popping from 
their sockets. 

With the little voice she had left, Kitty screamed again 
hoarsely, but the weak sound of it was lost in the awful 
wilderness of his butality. 

Kitty was racked with terror. She glanced helplessly at 
Danny. He was still lying on the floor—he hadn’t moved. 
Whatever was to be done she must do, there was no one 
left now but her. 

She wanted to run. She wanted desperately, logically, to 
run . . . run . . . run ... to get away before he turned on 
her, too. 

But she didn’t, she couldn’t. She stooped down and 
picked up the gun. It felt cold in her hand and she almost 
dropped it. She forced herself to hold it and she walked 
forward to where Moose could see her. 

She screamed at him, waving the gun in his face to 
distract him. Finally, he saw her and let Connie drop to the 
floor. He turned like a wild animal and charged at Kitty, 
clawing with his big hands. It was then that she shot him. 
She shot him again and again. She saw the strange unbe¬ 
lieving look that came into his face, the glassy curtain that 
rolled over his eyes like a fog. She saw his Ups move but 
heard no sound come out of them. 

Straddle-legged he stood there in front of her for an 
eternity. His hands reached out toward her and then his 
big body heaved up and, as the red of his blood gushed 
from his mouth, he pitched forward to the floor and lay 
still. 
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


Flight 


ITTY STOOD there staring at him, a pitiful sobbing 



sound coming from her lips. There was a choking 


sensation in her throat as surely as if his strong fingers 
were around her neck. She put her hand up to her face 
and the hard metal of the gun hit her in the mouth. She 
was still clutching the weapon tightly in her fist. 

Horrified, she dropped it. It made a loud noise as it 
landed on the floor. “Oh, my God!” she groaned aloud, 
“What have I done?” H 

Her legs refused to support htfr trembling weight any 
longer and she slipped to her knees. She rocked back and 
forth, moaning softly, her head cupped in her palms, trying 
to grasp the significance of what had just happened. 

The shock of it was still wrapped around her like a 
blinding mist, hiding from her mind the realization of what 
this would mean to her. 

She dug her fingers into her smarting eyes and the acrid 
smell of burned gunpowder was all around her. It got in 
her nostrils, clung to her clothes, nagged at her . . . 

She must get away . . . 

Laboriously, she dragged herself to her feet and stood 
there weaving like a drunk. Her gaze was irrestibly dravtm 
towards the crumpled figure lying on the floor and, as her 
eyes lingered on Danny, a strong compulsion to go to him 
swept over her. She shivered as she recalled his battered 
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face and she knew she couldn’t look at him again—she just 
couldn’t bear it 

All the horror of the last moments came back to her in 
one pulsating scream of terror that Kitty stifled with her 
hand. She turned her back on Danny, on the inert and still 
graceful form of Connie, on the huge, unbelievably quiet 
pile of flesh that was Moose Willard, and ran as fast as her 
wooden legs would carry her. 

She got into Danny’s car, and turning on the ignition, 
pressed the starter button. The sudden roar of the engine 
exploded in the stillness and frightened her. She was so 
unstrung that she kept stalling the motor, but finally she 
got it running. She spun the car around with a frantic 
jerk and jack-rabbitted it away from the pretty little house 
standing so alone and so quiet in the middle of the clearing. 

All the way along the Parkway as she drove back to New 
York, she kept telling herself that she must get away, she 
must run from this thing she had done before they dis¬ 
covered it. She had killed a man. That he deserved to die 
didn’t make it any less of a crime. 

She knew only that she must run—get away, get away 
from the scene of horror. The perspiration broke out all 
over her body and she shivered violently as tiny droplets 
of ice ran down her flesh. It couldn’t be! This wasn’t hap¬ 
pening to her—not to Kitty Sanders! 

As if the memory of Moose sprawled out in death 
weren’t enough, the image of Danny and his sister, lying 
unconscious on the floor, helpless, kept coming back, 
plaguing her, tormenting her. She hadn’t even taken the 
trouble to help them. What if they needed medical at¬ 
tention? 

Turn back, Kitty, turn back before it’s too late! 

A terrible cry broke from her lips and, stepping down 
harder on the accelerator she rushed straight ahead—only 
her heart turning back. 

As she pushed the car along the Parkway, it never oc¬ 
curred to Kitty that in her wild flight she was following the 
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pattern of her life. Hadn’t she always run away from every¬ 
thing? Why should today be any different? 

All her life Kitty Sanders had lived only for Kitty San¬ 
ders. She could no more reverse the remorseless impulses 
that had driven her, and were still driving her, than she 
could bring the huge bulk of Moose Willard back to life. 

Suddenly, as reaction set in, she began to realize the 
situation she was in, and she commenced to sob violently. 

It was no consolation to tell herself that she had shot 
Moose Willard protecting herself from a vicious attack. 
For one shattering moment she thought of the electric 
chair. Oh, God! No! They wouldn’t electrocute a girl for 
killing a man in self-defense. They couldn’t! She listened 
desperately to the small, frightened voice within her and 
she tried to believe. But somehow it gave no secure feeling 
of safety. 

Inexplicably, she found herself thinking now of Lionel 
Hardwell, and it was with a sense of shock that she real¬ 
ized that it was the first time in months. Strange, that at 
this crisis in her life, he was emerging like an avenging 
dragon from the dark recesses of her mind to torment her. 

Why must she think of Lionel now? She mustn’t—didn’t 
she have enough to contend with? Desperately she tried to 
avoid recalling how she had cravenly refused to help poor 
Lionel when he was dying. Perhaps if she hadn’t forced 
him to leave her apartment . . . 

No! No! Again spring-tight nerves screamed at her. No 
one could blame her for Lionel’s death. It wasn’t fair. 

She didn’t seem to realize that no one had blamed her. 
Hadn’t everyone known he had died of a heart attack? 
Surely there was no one to say that Kitty Sanders had been 
the cause of his death. 

She had feared the tabloids then. She had been so con¬ 
cerned about the protection of her precious career that she 
had cruelly refused to heed Lionel’s desperate plea for a 
doctor. Instead, she had whipped him, driven him until, 
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gathering his waning strength in one last effort, he had 
tried to protect her—^he had died protecting her. 

She started to laugh hysterically. What was it all for any¬ 
way? When the papers got throu^ with her this time, there 
would be nothing left. All the material things she had 
striven for, her career, her future—all would vanish 
before this final, horrible episode in her life. 

The things she had done and tried to hide away from 
the world would become public property now. Kitty San¬ 
ders’ life and loves would become common gossip, to be 
read at the breakfast table—to be laughed at, whispered 
about, by anyone old enough to read a newspaper. 

Typically, she cast about for someone upon whom to 
fasten the blame. 

Winn! Winn! If only you had loved me—if only we 
could have shared our lives together, this wouldn*t have 
happened! You wouldn*t have let them do this to me, my 
darling. 

She stopped crying suddenly as she began to think of 
Winn. He would help her. He would know what to do. 
The more she thought of it, the stronger became her con¬ 
viction that Winn was her only hope. She would go to him. 
Somehow, she believed that he would open his arms to 
her and that in that haven nothing could hurt her. 

She was much calmer by the time she got back to her 
apartment. Immediately she telephoned Winn, praying that 
she could reach him at his office. It had been weeks since 
sb^’d heard his voice and now, when the soft tone of his 
'*hello” rang in her ear, the old, mad surge of vibrancy 
went through her. 

. “Winn! Winn!” she breathed hoarsely. “I need you!” 

^^ “^ou don’t need me, Kitty.” His voice was cool. 

“Winn, you don’t understand . . .” 

I “Don’t tell me I don’t understand,” he muttered huskily. 
“Good God, can’t a man believe his own eyes? Isn’t that 
enough?” 

“No, no,” she moaned. “You don*t tmderstand. I’m in 
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terrible trouble. I beg of you, Winn, you’re my only hope 
. . . you must help me!” 

“Kitty!” He sounded shocked—nervous. “What is it? 
What’s happened?” 

In the midst of her tragic predicament she exulted in 
the change in his voice. In spite of what had happened 
before—what he’d seen—she suddenly knew that he still 
loved her. 

Kitty controlled the trembling of her body. She couldn’t 
tell him what had happened over the phone, but would he 
come to her right away? She needed him so desperately! 

When she hung up she knew that he would come to her. 

She sat there for a moment, holding the phone and re¬ 
flecting on what life might have been with Winn. But there 
was no time for the luxury of pretty pictures. She jumped 
up and, going around from room to room, she carefully 
removed all traces of Moose from her apartment. His pa¬ 
jamas, his socks, his toilet articles, everything that was his 
she found and rolled up in a bundle. 

When she was finished, she took it out into the hall and 
threw it down the incinerator. Would that she could wipe 
from her life the last vestiges of Moose that easily! She 
cursed him for what he had done to her. If he hadn’t been 
such a jealous pig . . . She shuddered violently at the 
thought and went back into her apartment and closed the 
door. 

She undressed completely and threw her clothes to the 
floor of the bedroom closet. Then, selecting a tight-fitting 
pair of velvet slacks and a black sweater, she put them on 
and observed herself in the mirror to make sure that the 
effect was as she wanted it. Satisfied, she sat down at her 
dressing table and brushed her golden hair with long, 
sweeping strokes. 

Observing her, it would seem hard to believe that Kitty 
Sanders had just killed a man, that the next half-hour 
might decide the course of her life for the rest of the years 
that lay ahead of her. 
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


Escape Me Never 


W HEN SHE opened the door and saw his white 
face, his anxious eyes searching her, she knew she 
had nothing to worry about. She murmured his name 
and he stepped inside, closing the door behind him. He 
reached out for her and she slipped into his arms as if 
she belonged there. 

They didn’t speak. Her body quivered at the closeness 
of his. She felt him trembling. His voice was hoarse and 
strained when he whispered into the blonde softness of 
her hair, “What is it, Kitty? What happened?” 

She started to cry softly then, and she thought that it 
must be because she was so tense. “I’m afraid, Winn!” 

He held her, his hand stroking her hair. His quiet voice 
whispered soothing words to her. “There’s nothing to be 
afraid of Kitty,” he murmured. “Tell me, you must.” 

“Moose Willard is dead!” she blurted out. “Oh, 
Winn—” 

She feh the terrible tremor that went through him and 
she knew that he sensed what was coming. “Kitty!” he 
rasped. “You . . . you didn’t. ,.” 

“I shot him, Winn,” she moaned, “I had to.” 

He held on to her tightly and she knew that he was 
fighting down the wave of shock that threatened to engulf 
him. He cleared his throat, his eyes on her. When she saw 
the awful pain that looked out of those steady, brown eyes, 
she condemned herself for doing this to him. For a fleeting 
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moment she thought that she had no right to ask him to 
bear her burden like this. 

“Tell me about it.” His voice was firm now and it made 
her feel better. 

She told him what had happened up at Conme Willard’s 
house, and If he felt any bitterness at the implication of an 
affair with Danny as well as with Moose, he didn’t show it. 
Concern for her was his only emotion. She thought grate¬ 
fully that he must love her very much. 

“Kitty,” he muttered, “Why did you wait so long? You 
should have called the police right away.” 

She shook her head vehemently, shuddering. “I couldn’t 
—don’t you understand? I was shocked, hysterical with 
fear!” 

“But the others, his wife and ... and .. . Danny. How 
in heaven’s name could you leave them like that? How? 
He wore an expression of pained incredulity. 

“Don’t scold me, Winn. Please don’t scold me like that. 
I can’t take it. Don’t you think I wanted to do something 
to help them?” she pleaded. “Do you think I could help 
leaving them like that?” 

He smiled at her gently. He got up and walked over to 
the telephone. “Maybe it’s not too late to get a doctor up 
there,” he said evenly. He picked up the phone. 

A shrill cry escaped her lips. “No, wait! Don’t. . .” 

Disbelief flickered across his face. “Kitty!” he protested, 
and his voice was full of dismay. 

She jumped up and put her palm over his hand, pressing 
the telephone back down on its cradle. “Think of me, 
Winn. You must think of me! What will happen to me?” 

“I am thinking of you, Kitty, can’t you see that? Apart 
from the plight of those two poor devils up there, you’ve 
. .. you’ve killed a man. You can’t hide it. It s better that 
you tell the police yourself than wait for them to come 
looking for you.” 

“No—I can’t.” 

He looked grim. 
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“No! No! No!” It was a wail of sheer terror that held 
all her fear and anguish. She clung to him with her body, 
her arms tightly around his back. 

“But there’s nothing else you can do,” he exclaimed 
hoarsely. 

“I couldn’t stand it. All the terrible things they’ll say 
about me . . 

“Who? What are you talking about? All the things who 
will say about you?” 

Her desperate mind could take no time for reason now. 

Winn must help her to get away, that was what she 
wanted! 

She knew that she could never stand and face the trial, 
the notoriety. In her blind panic and fear, she felt only the 
one compulsion—to run and keep on running. She put her 
soft cheek against his and humbly begged him to help her. 

He pulled his face away, and stood looking down at her, 
aghast. “You can’t run away, Kitty,” he grated. “My God! 
Why should you want to? Why should you be so afraid? It 
was self-defense. You shot him in self-defense. Any jury 
will . . .” 

The mention of a jury conjured up the terrifying picture 
in her mind of sensational murder trials she herself had 
read about. She cringed inside. She couldn’t face it, she 
wouldn’t. 

She hugged him to her, begging, pleading for him to 
help her, to save her from the tortures of a public trial. 

Tears were streaming down her face. “Winn! Winn!” she 
sobbed. “You’re all I’ve got. You’re all I’ve ever wanted. 
Take me away. We’ll go to Mexico, South America, any¬ 
where, anywhere. We’ll go away together . . 

“Kitty!” 

“You’ve always wanted me, Winn,” she whispered. She 
pressed against him shamelessly, her warm body feeling for 
his. “You can have me now, Winn,” she murmured. “You 
can always have me . . .” 

“Don’t, Kitty, don’t. You can’t do this. You must go to 
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them, tell them what’s happened. You can’t run from the 
police, they’ll catch up with you anyway.” 

“No, no!” She backed away from him, her small white 
fist pressed against her mouth to smother the hoarse 
scream of anguish that was choking her. 

He held his bands out to her. “I’ll be with you, Kitty, 
I swear it. Through it all I’ll stay with you, I’ll help you.” 
There was terrible pain etched deep in his face and with it 
understanding and compassion. 

Kitty saw none of these things. She could see only that 
this man facing her was fighting her will, that he wouldn’t 
do what she wanted. 

All her adult life, Kitty had used her perfect body to 
obtain what she wanted. Now, in this supreme moment of 
decision, she reverted to type. Kitty Sanders could do no 
less. 

Sobbing, she reached down and, grasping the bottom of 
her sweater, she pulled it quicldy over her head and threw 
it on the floor. “Look at me, Winn,” she wailed. “You 
wanted me like this once. Now, take me—hold me—I’ll be 
yours always, Ill do anything, anything!” 

He tried not to look at her pearly nakedness, the beauty 
of her full breasts. She was a woman beside herself with 
fear and anxiety; she didn’t realize what she was doing, 
Kitty wasn’t to blame .. . 

“Don’t torture yourself like this,” he muttered painfully. 
He picked up the black sweater and tried to put it around 
her nude shoulders, to cover her, to help her overcome the 
cruel terror that was twisting her emotions into knots of 
wild hysteria. 

She ignored his gesture and wildly threw her arms 
around his neck, pulling him down to meet her soft, red 
lips. He tried to whisper a protest into her mouth, but she 
clung to him with her Ups, her arms, her warm body. 

She felt the moist warmth of his tongue, the hardness of 
his teeth, and stinging passion darted from her mouth to 
his. She felt the hot urgency of his hands as he gave up the 
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futile struggle with himself and pressed her to him with 

consuming desire. 

The sweater fell from her naked shoulders to the floor 
and lay at his feet, a small, black wreath on the tomb¬ 
stone of his good intentions. 

She took his hand and placed it upon the soft tumult of 
her breast. **Again,” she breathed, ‘‘kiss me againr* 

“Kitty, Kitty . . .” he groaned. 

She could feel his body throbbing, burning with passion, 
and she smiled to herself, a smile of triumph that seemed 
to sing out that this was indeed what she wanted. Winnl It 
was easy now for her to forget about Danny Smythe and 
Connie Willard. Absorbed in herself, there was no room 
for fears and frustrations. For Kitty Sanders there was only 
her own fulfillment in the man beside her. This was the 
culmination of all her dreams since womanhood had first 
touched her. There was nothing else that could matter to 
her. 

“Winn, my darling/’ she whispered. “We’ll ^ways be 
like this, won’t we? You and I, always . . /’ 

“Why, Kitty?” he asked huskily. “Why do you do this? 
Why do you let me do this? I don’t want you this 
way. I . . /’ 

“I love you, darling,” she murmured. “I love you so 
much it hurts,” 

“No!” he blurted out, “No, you don’t mean that.” His 
voice was strained, he seemed to speak with a great effort, 
then he suddenly jerked away from her. “You’re cheapo 
Kitty,” he groaned hoarsely, “You’re cheap as dirt/’ 

“Winn!” There was ice in her belly. 

“You are, Kitty. It’s all so horribly plain now.” His 
voice sounded broken. 

“Winn!” She backed away from him, her face ashen, her 
breasts heaving with sudden fright. 

“You’ll never change, Kitty/’ he droned, “you can’t. 
With what’s left of your life you’ll go on from man to man 
squeezing blood from each.” He ignored her low moan of 
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anguish and stumbled on. “You . . . you’ll always live on 
some man’s flesh, Kitty. Any man’s. After a while you 
won’t even care who or what, as long as you can .. 

“No! No!” 

“Yes, Kitty,” he told her quietly, “it’s the truth, and 
you’ll destroy each one who holds your hot body in his 
arms . . 

“Oh, God, no!" she cried. “Don’t, Winn, don’t!” She 
thrust herself at him in desperation, her mouth seeking his 
with a frenzy that was debasing. He was all she had, be 
wouldn’t turn her away, he couldn’t. , . 

He shuddered and firmly pushed her away from him and 
stood there looking at her. “I loved you, Kitty,” he said 
brokenly. “So help me, I wanted only you, I ... I...” he 
was choking on his words ... “I still do. But, it’s different 
now. Now I know the name for what I want and I hate it, I 
despise everything about it. Can’t you see?” he cried, “I 
don’t want you this way. The thing I dreamed of for you 
and me is impossible now. You’re cheap and dirty—” He 
put his head in his hands. “I can’t help it,” he muttered. 
“I just can’t help it.” 

She didn’t care what he called it. They were still to¬ 
gether, they would stay together. She stretched her arms 
out to him and her glistening beauty was a magnet that 
drew him. He bent down and let her arms encircle his 
neck. 

“We’ll go away together, darling. We’ll start again.” She 
was breathing quickly with the excitement of it, “The two 
of us will go away and .. 

“No!” he cried desperately. “No!” 

He tried to push her away but she held on to him, her 
> fingers tight around his neck, her red lips murmuring in his 
•open mouth. 

' “Take me, Winn!” 

With a moan of anguish he broke away from her and 
stood staring at her as if she were a stranger. “A man can’t 
change overnight, Kitty. I won’t let you do this to me. And 
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I won’t let you do what you're trying to do to yourself. 
You can’t run away, Kitty—^you’re going to the police and 
tell them what happened," 

“No!" she screamed, “No!" 

His mouth was drawn in a thin, tight line of decision, 
“Then, I’ll call them," he said finally. 

He couldn’t mean it, he just couldn’tl Winn loved her 
too much to throw her to the slavering wolves for a dead 
man’s sake. Moose Willard was a brute of a man who 
should have been killed anyway. 

She saw his shoulders droop, “Fm sorry, Kitty,” he 
whispered. “You must believe that I don’t want to hurt 
you, but , , His voice trailed off, and he turned and 
walked slowly to the telephone. 

She watched him pick up the phone. She heard the whir¬ 
ring click as his finger spun the dial, and she still didn’t 
believe he would go through with it. He couldn’t do this 
to her! 

“Give me the police,” Winn’s voice said grimly. 

“Winn!” she shrieked. “Winn!” 

It was a fearful sound that must have tom his guts 
apart. She rushed blindly to where he stood with the tele¬ 
phone in his hand, 

“Yes,” he was saying into the mouthpiece, in answer to 
the operator’s query, “it is an emergency.” 

Kitty flung herself at him, clawing for the instrument, 
trying to tear it from his hand. “Don’t do this to me,” she 
screamed, “Winn, Winn, you can’t , , , you can’t , , 

His face was gray, twisted and haggard with the terrible 
torment that was inside of him. His eyes were jagged holes 
that looked into the face of hell, but his mouth was set 
and determined, 

Kitty wept loudly, the sobs shaking her shoulders, her 
naked breasts bobbing with the volcanic fury of her emo¬ 
tion, Winn stood there looking at the loveliness, outlined 
against the dressing gown-—the firm, round turrets of love, 
the narrow waist, and the long straight limbs. 
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She held out her arras to him, “Winn! WiimP’ 

It was a shock to her to realize that her beautiful flesh 
could help her no longer—not now, not any more. All her 
life she had relied on her body. When Winn started talking 
on the phone, she turned and slowly walked into the 
bedroom* 

She threw herself down on the bed and tried to cry—a 
woman should be able to cry at a time like this but she 
couldn’t- 

She thought of Moose Willard, she thought of Danny, of 
Lionel Hardwell, of his son, Reggie. She remembered the 
middle-aged professor at college. They were coming back 
now, each one coming back to haunt her thoughts, and she 
hated all of them except Winn. She couldn’t hate Winn. 
Winn was the only one she really cared about and she’d 
tried to use him, too, just like the others. 

Had she destroyed him? Even as the question burned in 
her brain, the answer came to her, slabbing her with 
merciless fingers . . • she had . .. she had . . . 

She buried her face in the pillow and at last the tears 
came. She cried with great racking sobs that shook her 
beautiful body with the intolerable heartache of a useless 
existence. But it was too late for tears. It was too late for 
Kitty Sanders, . . * 

For Winn was not the only one destroyed. No. Kitty 
was destroyed as well, And just as she had destroyed him, 
so he was the instrument of her own destruction. True, 
his discovery that she had feet of clay had stripped him of 
love and faith, replacing them with bitterness and cynicism 
and hate. But by the same token, he too was toppled from 
his pedestal. IGtty had discovered that while he could 
love, it was only with a certain meagemess. The truth was 
that Winn simply did not have the capacity for a love such 
as she had expected of him, 

Kitty suddenly stopped crving. Soon the police would 
arrive. She had to get dressed. 

She rose from the bed, be<!an to put on her clothes, 
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“I guess you*re quite pleased with youreelf,” she flung 
at Winn. “Look at you! How smug and self-righteous you 
are, so proper. So sure you know just the right thing to 
do—and how to do it—” 

He stared as she cloaked her bosom in a black nylon 
bra. 

“You don’t understand, Kitty. You killed a man. The 
police had to be notified.” 

“Oh, I know that. I fought it—I was in a panic, and I 
still am—but inside me, T knew all the time that I must 
surrender to the authorities.” She paused to sit on the 
edge of the bed and draw on filmy nylon hose. When she 
spoke again, it was in a tone of utter contempt. “No, I’m 
not blaming you for calling the police. But 1 am blaming 
you for your holier-than-thou attitude, your stiS-necked 
readiness to condemn rather than forgive—^for all the 
things that make you fail as a lover, and as a man.” 

She donned a simple black dress, coolly walked to her 
dressing table and began to make up her lips. 

Winn, stung by her scorn, viciously struck back. “That’s 
funny, coming from you. Remember the night I prac¬ 
tically caught you in bed with Moose Willard. After that, 
what did you expect me to do?” 

“I expected you to try to understand. I expected you 
to be wise enough to know that the fiesh is frail and sub¬ 
ject to temptations. I expected you to wrest me from 
Moose—to fight for possession of your woman, the way 
other men do. These things I expected of you because I 
thought you were the most wonderful person in the world, 
and I loved you—” 

“At least,” he said, “I didn’t desert two badly hurt 
people.” 

“If you’re so concerned about Danny and Connie, how 
come you haven’t called to find out if they're living or 
dead? Why haven’t you arranged for an ambulance, or 
something? My excuses for forgetting their flight were 
panic and fear. What are yours?” 
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She stood and faced him, a beautiful woman whose self- 
possession seemed to infuriate him. 

“At least,” he growled, “I didn't murder anybody.” 

“You wouldn't have the guts to kill a man like Moose. 
Your kind of murder confines itself to womeo. Meaning 
me.” At this point, ail of Kitty’s composure vanished as 
swiftly as it had come. “Oh, Winn, don’t you see? All 
along, you could have saved me!” She dissolved into sobs 
even more racking than the earlier ones. “Why didn’t you? 
Why? You didn’t lift a finger, just shrugged me off and 
considered yourself a hero for doing it. . . 

At this point, the proceedings were interrupted. 

A loud knock on the door announced the arrival of the 
police. 

Everything Kitty expected came to pass. The papers 
made a field day of the affair. Following her arrest, and at 
the time of the inquest, and all through the dragged-out 
trial that followed, the names of Connie and Danny and 
the dead Moose Willard were splashed over the pages of 
practically every newspaper in the land. But most of all, 
they played up Kitty Sanders. After all, she was the one 
who had held the gun. She was the one accused of murder. 
Besides, she was the best copy, and so photogenic! 

Her face and her figure, photographed from every con¬ 
ceivable angle, appeared countless times in the public 
prints. Her story, including all the intimate details the 
reporters could possibly dig up, was shouted from head¬ 
lines, delineated in feature articles, exploited over the 
radio and even TV, One national magazine went so far as 
to offer her twenty thousand dollars for her memoirs. 

Yes, all that Kitty expected did transpire. Notoriety 
engulfed her. Her shame was exposed for all to see. Her 
innermost secrets^—virtually all of which came out in the 
course of the trial—became public property. 

But unexpected things occurred also. Important things. 

Kitty, when the police first picked her up, considered 
herself alone—a girl without friends or allies. She would 
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have to do battle unaided against hostile society and all 
the minions of the law* This proved true enough at first* 
But she was not exactly penniless^ and the three thousand 
dollars in her savings account went a long way toward get¬ 
ting her a good lawyer. And he was quick to demonstrate 
that while society-at-large might be very much against 
herj thanks to the picture of her being painted by the 
newspapers, the law itself was by no means an enemy. In 
fact, it turned out to be full of built-in safeguards which 
did much to reassure Kitty, It seemed that no matter how 
much the public might pUlory her, might clamor for pun¬ 
ishment, the law retreated not a step. Instead, it demanded 
that good and sufficient cause be absolutely proved 
before it would even begin to consider condemning her. 

Furthermore—and this was not only unexpected; it was 
a positive delight—she found herself not quite as friendless 
as she had supposed. Tbis had been an illusion created by 
the fact that neither Danny nor the boy, Dick Willard, 
had been permitted to see her. Both inquest and trial were 
held up while Danny, hospitalized, recovered from the 
beating at Moose WtBard’s hands. But technically he was 
under duress as a material witocss during the entire 
period—and so was Dick, thanks to the District Attor¬ 
ney’s fast-moving investigators. 

When the trial did begin, however, it soon came out that 
Danny held nothing against Kitty because she had aban¬ 
doned him and his sister to their fate. Under questioning, 
he repeatedly testified that the flight meant only that 
Kitty was in a state of panic, of blind fear, because of 
the notoriety suddenly threatening her* The fli^t did not 
indicate at all, he swore, that she had used the gun in 
anything other than self-defense, that she had committed 
an actual crime, the crime of murder, and knowing her¬ 
self reprehensible had fled to avoid justice. No, he said* 
The killing had been purest self-defense. She had come 
to the rescue of herself and his sister, and when Moose had 
attacked her she had shot him to save herself from Injury, 
perhaps from death—and to save them also. 
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“You were conscious? You saw her attacked?” he was 
asked under cross-examinalion, 

“i was in a bad way, but I was conscious all right*” 
Connie’s statement corroborated Danny*s. It was by no 
means as friendly as her brother’s had been. She still loved 
Moosej no matter what* It came out that she blamed con¬ 
scienceless trollops like Kitty for all her husband’s infideli¬ 
ties* If it hadn’t been for girls wagging their tails at him, 
constantly tempting him, she would have been able to 
hold him* But in all fairness she had to admit that Moose 
had attacked Kitty, as he had attacked herself and her 
brother. Kitty had killed Moose to defend herself from 
this attack* 

The prosecutors tried to establish another view. It was 
their contention that Kitty had simply used the violent 
scene as a convenient excuse for killing Moose, that she 
had not been motivated by self-defense; after all she could 
have just cut and run, as she had done later. Her true 
motivation was jealousy^—^and fear of losing her job* 

The D.A.’s office had turned up Moose’s exploits with 
other women, some of them as recent as the week before 
his death. It established that his influence was behind the 
hiring of Kitty to work in Danny’s office* It accused her of 
being unable to get a top post on her merits, and of there¬ 
fore adopting the habit of trading her body. It sought to 
prove this by bringing out the relationship which once had 
existed between her and Lionel Hardwell—and which had 
later existed between her and Moose Willard. 

“Both men are now dead!” thundered the prosecuting 
attomey~and for a moment Kitty was sure that some¬ 
thing would come out about her ride with Lioners corpse. 
But that secret, at least, remained safe. Even though Reg¬ 
gie Hardwell, called to the stand, mildly pooh-poohed her 
work in the copy department and indicated that her status 
had indeed derived from the fact that Kitty had been 
sleeping with old Lionel. 

It was at this point that young Dick proved a friend 
indeed. He was so indignant that he could hardly contain 
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himself when the defense had him sworn as a witness. 
The judge had to admomsh him several times to get him 
to confine himself to answering questions. 

“Did Miss Sanders pull her weight in the department?” 
he was asked. 

“She certainly did. And she was the hardest worker 
there.” 

“How proficient was she?” 

“Proficient enough to handle copy for a couple of mil¬ 
lion dollars’ worth of accounts,” 

“Then you think she was getting by on merit?” 

“I certainly do. She may have attributed her success to 
an affair with Lionel~but actually, her work was responsi¬ 
ble.” 

“You think she could find a position with an advertis¬ 
ing firm, if need be?” 

“Practically every agency in the business would welcome 
her,” Dick replied firmly. 

The prosecutor tried to weaken Dick’s testimony on 
cross-examination, by running down his qualifications. 

“How long have you been out of college?” was the first 
question he put to Dick. 

“About a year.” 

“And how long have you been working In the advertis¬ 
ing profession?” 

“Less than a year.” 

“Would you agree that you are not exactly an authority 
on the business?” 

“Yes, I would agree,” said Dick, 

“In fact, you know practically nothing about it?” 

“I know a lot about it,” Dick replied. “I may not be 
an authority~but I have in my hand all that the celebrated 
teaching staff of a great university could put there, with 
respect to advertising. And Miss Sanders taught me even 
more than they did! No—I wouldn’t say I know nothing 
about it. I know at least as much about it as the prose¬ 
cuting attorney does.” 

This spread a titter through the courtroom but the 
150 



prosecuting staff was not amused. The next question fol¬ 
lowed the same line. 

you are so conversant with advertisings can you 
state your exact grounds for believing the accused would 
make a valuable employee in an agency?” 

“Certainly! No less than six accounts have deserted our 
agency, stating that they find the copy production has 
been unsatisfactory since she left.” 

Again the titters resounded. The witness was asked to 
step down. And Kilty for a moment found it in her heart 
to be sorry for Winn, who had succeeded her as head 
of copy at Hardwell & Sawyer. She found it in her heart 
to be sorry for a lot of things, intensely sorry. Sorry be¬ 
cause once she had been so contemptuous of this staunch 
boy, Dick; had sought only to use him. Sorry because she 
had been so fearful, so insecure, that she had not been 
willing to make her way, for better or worse, on merit 
alone. 

But above all, her remorse was for the noxious cheap¬ 
ness into which she had slipped, the casual immorality, 
stripping her of all decency. Connie was perfectly right 
to look down upon her, upon pretty Kitty. Notorious Ad 
Alley was a fief of whoredom, but throughout its length 
and breadth there had been no worse prostitute than she. 
Except for one thing. / always did my work, she consoled 
herself. As Dick said, I did my work and did it well! 

Maybe, in the end, this was what saved her. Despite the 
prurient and tawdry sex exploits brought out in the court¬ 
room, Dick’s testimony, and later Danny’s, indicated 
that she was far from a tramp living on the proceeds of 
concupiscence. This could not help but go down well with 
the jury. It took them less than four hours to reach a ver¬ 
dict of not guilty. 

Kitty was afraid to wait until all the commotion had 
died down, until her name had faded from people’s mem¬ 
ories, as it had faded from the headlines. By that time, she 
would be considered old hat along Madison Avenue. Her 
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strengths as an advertising woman would be forgotten 
along with everything else and it would be all the more 
difficult to do what she had sworn to herself she would— 
rise to the top of the heap by virtue of sheer proficiency 
and nothing else. 

Besides, she needed a job right now. It was not just the 
money, although in truth, she was down to thirty dollars. 
More important was the fact that she had to keep occu¬ 
pied. She knew that she could drown her regrets and her 
remorse only in work. 

She had called Dick shortly after she had been released, 
to thank him. She had caOed Danny too—not so much to 
thank him—but rather to congratulate him on his re¬ 
covery, and to apologize to him for her desertion when 
he and his sister had been injured. She had then imme¬ 
diately proceeded to make the rounds in search of a job— 
and had been doing so for nearly a month. 

It proved discouragiiig, not to say hopeless. 

Dick had been right to the extent that none denied her 
abilities with copy and copywriters. But no reputable 
agency or commercial advertising department now cared 
to have her name associated with it, Kitty Sanders was 
hot stuff. Too hot to handle, personnel people figured* 
And the big shots in Ad Alley she managed to reach were 
afraid to be associated with her in any way. They felt that 
if they did employ her, folks would construe it as meaning 
that Kitty was giving her body to them as she had given 
it to other employers in the past. 

One afternoon she was sitting disconsolately at home, 
wondering where her next meal, and her next rent pay¬ 
ment would be coming from. 

Suddenly the phone jangled, making her jump. 

‘"Hello? Who? Oh^—oh, Dick!” She was mildly sur¬ 
prised, She had not heard from any of the Willard family 
since she had spoken to Dick and Danny immediately after 
the trial. After all, she was the one who had killed the 
head of the clan. She listened carefully to the voice com- 
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ing over the wire. “WeU, all right,** she said. “I don’t see 
why you can’t visit me. Yes, you can come right away, 
if you wish.” 

“She hurried to put some clothes on her back, choosing 
the most business-like and unrevealing shift she could find 
in her closet She did not want Dick to misundentand her 
readiness to receive him. But surveying herself in the 
mirror, she was far from satisfied. Those long legs, those 
breasts, that face—to her unhappy eye, they seemed as 
laden with invitation as they had always been, despite 
anything else she could do. 

Dick appeared to agree, when he arrived. He had both¬ 
ered to bring fiowers—for what reason, Kitty could only 
guess. He stared at her for a moment in open admiration, 
then took the liberty of ^ving her a little kiss. Just a 
friendly kiss, of course. 

“Kitty, where have you been keeping yourself?” 

“I’ve been around.” 

“You’ve not been hiding, have you?” he demanded mth 
boyish bluntness. “How are you getting along, anyway? 
Danny hasn’t wanted to bother you. He figured you were 
entitl^ to a little vacation after that ordeal. But a month 
has passed, and you’re still not back at work!” 

“You’ve seen Danny?” she asked, her voice suddenly 
husky. 

“Of course, I have. Several times.” 

“How is he?” Kitty said, even more huskily. What was 
the matter with her? She felt as if she were ateut to burst 
into tears. 

“Fine! Better than new! Of course, he’s sort of lost 
without you.” 

“I bet.” She laughed but only to forestall a sob. “You 
mean to say he considers me still working for the firm 
into whose head I put a bullet?” 

“Sure, he does. He’d better. I’m the boss of Green Top 
now!” 

“Life’s little jokes,” gasped Kitty, as Dick took another 
liberty—^that of sitting down on the sofa. 
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“Come here, Kitty,” he said, “Sit beside me,” He 
seemed to have developed a new confidence, a mauirity, 
now that he was occupying his father's place. She con¬ 
descended to dispose herself on the cushions beside him. 
“The old boy wanted to play one last trick on Connie and 
Danny, I guess,” he said. “Anyway, he left the whole 
outfit to me, lock, stock and barrel” 

“Why, that's wonderful, Dick! I’m so happy for you. Fm 
sure you’ll take good care of them, both of them,” 

“Yes, and I can take good care of you too.” 

“Look, Dick, I appreciate your kindness. I really do. 
But I don’t want any favors from anybody. It would just 
be an impossible situation, me working there. The shadow 
of Moose would hang over all of us. My presence there 
would just kill Green Top. What would people think? 
What would they say?” 

“Nonsense. The publicity has done Green Top no end 
of good. It got more advertising out of the case, for free, 
than it could buy on a ten million dollar budget! Folks 
are swiggling the stuff right and left. Sales are ten percent 
higher than last year at this time.” He paused, frowning, 
“But maybe you’re right. Maybe it would be—well—un¬ 
comfortable for you to work for liiy family. Tell you what 
I’ll do, m arrange for you to go back to Hardwell & 
Sawyer.” 

“Reggie would never take me back. Not after my 
testimony—and youts!” 

“Oh, yes, he will. Because if he consents. Ill throw him 
the Green Top advertising account.” 

“You mean that, Dick?” She stared at him. 

“Darn right, I do!” He moved closer to her on the 
sofa. “Come on, now, Kitty. How about another kiss?” 

Her gaze turned to one of stupefaction. 

He threw his arms around her, bearing her backward 
on the cushions. His mouth was on hers, avidly seeking. 
Then his hands were probing, poking. She was too para¬ 
lyzed to resist. 

Dick, even young Dick! He too was like all the rest. 
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Willing to find her a job, to grant favors, to take care of 
her—but only at the same old price. It shocked all the 
more, not only because he was years younger than her¬ 
self, but because at the trial she had come to believe in his 
loyalty and honesty. She bad been so fuU of gratitude. 

His hands were fumbling with her clothing now. He 
was trying to get at her fiesh, at those hateful breasts of 
hers— 

The touch of his hot fingers tore her from her trance. 

She squirmed out of his clasp and jumped to her feet. 

“Get out, Dick! Get out of here!” 

“But—" 

“Take your jobs and your offers and your flowers and 
your lousy self right out of here! Right now, Dick." She 
ran to the telephone and lifted it. “I’m calling the police.” 

“Go ahead, if you want to.” Dick seemed not at all 
perturbed, just amused. In fact, he had rolled from the 
sofa to the floor, where he was pving himself up to par¬ 
oxysms of delightful laughter. “I knew it,” he managed to 
wheeze between guffaws. “Honest, I knew it, I told her 
so.” 

Icily puzzled, Kitty replaced the telephone on its cradle. 
“Told who what?” she demanded. 

“Connie, don’t you see? She said you’d never learn, 
you’d never be any different. You’d throw yourself at the 
first guy to offer you something, she said. And she’s my 
mother, you know. So I agreed to put you to the test.” He 
lifted hims elf from the floor, stood before her now, com¬ 
pletely serious. “Kitty, you’ve passed the test with flying 
colors. I offered you ever5fthing in the world and you 
turned me down. I thank you. For Danny’s sake, I thank 
you.” 

“Let’s leave Danny out of this," Kitty grated, 

“Are you kidding? He’s the reason I went through that 
act. He told Connie he intends to marry you, if you’ll 
have him. That’s when the argument came up.” 

“He agreed to this—this test?” 

“Of course not. He knows nothing about Connie 
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putting me up to it,” Dick insisted. “By the way, Danny 
will be here any minute. I hope you don*t mind, but I 
invited him.” 

A few seconds later, unconsciously arriving at the right 
time, Danny rang the doorbell. As Kitty ran to let him in, 
her eyes were misted. She said not a word, not at first. 
She just threw herself into his arms. 

“Kitty,” he said tenderly, “I never had quite the cour¬ 
age to tell you—but I love you. 1 think IVe loved you 
from the first.” 

Kitty found her voice. 

“I know when I discovered that I love you, Danny. It 
was when you threw yourself at that crazy Moose. It was 
when you fought him. You showed more courage than 
Moose ever did—or Winn—or any other man 1 ever 
knew—” 

“Guess rU be leaving,” Dick said. 

Neither heard him, but the boy did not mind. Chuckling, 
he slammed the door behind him. 


THE END 
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She Didn't Consider Herself 
0 Prostitute...! 


KITTY SANDERS was merely trying to advance herself. 
Could she help it if her one asset was a young, seduc¬ 
tive body? Besides, lots of ''career girls" were doing 
it—getting to the top by lending themselves, at interest, 
to men around the office ... 

This novel by Simms Albert is shockingly 
blunt about the practice! It tells first how 
she got her school professor to give her a 
passing mark. It goes into intimate details 
of her trysts with old Hardwell in return 
for promotion in his firm. It reveals exactly 
what took place when Kitty surrendered 
her lovely charms to a drunken co-worker, 

Danny Smythe — and how she induced 
Moose Willard, boss of a powerful com¬ 
pany, to place her in a high post. Soon 
Kitty was on her way. 


Yet pretty Kitty overlooked a couple of 
things. Moose had a son due to inherit the 
company, and though younger than Kitty, 
the kid seemed to want what everybody else 
was getting. If Kitty consented, she might win 
job security — but she would lose her one 
chance for love! 








